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THE 


Muses in Mourning* 


A.C T I. SCENE I. 


The curtain drawing up, difc&vers a fern of Mount Par - 
najfus ; "Pegafus in the proper attitude . The Mufes , //* 

garlands , <?#</ drejfes, expreffive of their characters, afeend, 
fuccejfvely, into fight , f <m between the two points , and 
come down , on the right, and left , into their refpe Clive 
places , dijlinguifijed by niches, adorned with pilafiers , fup- 
porting cornices, with compartments, in which are painted 
their feveral mufical inftruments : after which, appears a 
globe of light, ilike the evening fun, above J he hill, which , 
defending out 'of fights dif covers Apollo V Ids feat , at the 
head of the Nine Mufes : an altar at the foot of the hill 

Air I. 


4 im 

Firjt dpnfion t with a trumpet. 

Apoi \T O W with joy, O yc Mufes! let the trumpet of 

- IN glory 

Sound thetriumphsof tame, for the heroes of ftory . [ Martial 
Second divflon, with a flute. 

Now, let the flute, attempting gladnefs. 

Sigh, to the foul, in tuneful fadnefs. [Plaintive. 

B i Ihird 


si 
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7 he Mujes in Mourning. 

‘Third divifion , with a violin. 

Till the gay vifion, ftarting, earned, and airy, 

Bids the wanton meafures vary. [Wanton. 

Fourth divifion , with a bafe-viol. 

But, hark ! each changing note, new paflion (hakes ' 
Each aweful found a deep imprefiion makes ; 

The heart glows, confcious •, and the bofom quakes. [Aweful. 

Fifth divifion , with a hautbois. 

O’er the mind, on each occafion, 

Mufic brings a fo!t invafion •, . 

Now, ’tis hope •, ’tis, now, perfuafion. [ Perfuafive . 

Sixth divifion , with a lute. 

She loves, and Graces, now— all, fmile, tranfporting, 

1* ach melting note dies foft— each word iscourting. [ Amorous. 

Seventh divifion , with a flagelet. 

But, if a new purpofe is light, as the air is. 

Still to the fubjeft, the harmony varies. 

Eighth divifion , with an organ. ' 

In founding anthems mufic fwells defirc. 

Till, loud, and folemn, all the glowing choir 

Flame, with expanded foul, in lacred fire. [Solemn. 

Ninth divifion , to a French horn. 
hatne’s empire the Mufcs inherit ; 

They piaife, and reward, and give fpirit; 

They lend an ambition to merit. ^ [ Hunting tune. 

Apol. to the Mufes.'] Tuneful creators of immortal founds 1 
Ye fouls oi mufic, reft. — Behold, who comes ! 
l’.tilas ! great partner of our heaven-born care ! 

Some ih.nger o’er the Mufcs’ empi r '' low’rs ; 

I Iigh Pindti: , confcious bows, his laurell’d top. 

And whole Parnafius, trembling to his root. 

Groans with impending dread ! — Hail, Goddefs, hail ! 

[ At the entrance of Pallas, Apollo and the Mujes rife , and bow, 
from their places *, then refeat thcmfelves. 

— Daughtci of Jove! Imperial charmer, hail! 

Doubly victorious Power ! whom arts, and arms, 
Dependent — with eternal empire crown. 

Pal. Spring of rctherial day ! thou eye of heaven 1 

Fair 
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Fair light’s oiiginal ! harmonious God ! 

Guardian of Wit, and Health ! Apollo, hail ! * 

— Late, has my olive, breath’d on by the Nine, 

And bath’d, and temper’d, in Aonian dews. 

Shed peaceful influence on the weflern world ; 

Hufh’d is the voice of War •, and waking realms 
Hearken, delighted, to the Mules’ cal] : 

Genius, rekindling, glows, with promis’d wit. 

And dawns/aint meaning an the nations round. 

ApoL Fruit of thy care ! thou bright’ncr of the foul * 
Pal . Fail’d Italy , long deaf to every charm. 

But mufic’s voice, and love’s; imperious Spain, 

Loud France , and Jblkn England's moping fpieen, 

Join’d with the buflhng Dutchman's plodding pov/er, 
Devoted, all, Cuidpire to llgh lor wit: 

Each nation’s Genius, leparafe, fecks my finile ; 

Each to my courted feet, his offerings brings. 

And prays to be protected, and infpir’d. 

Paitial to none, but conlc’^iSj what refpeft 
is yours, celdlial Mules ! and yoi/r God’s ! 

I Iithcr 1 guided their unanlwer’d prayer : 

Reiblv’d to have no choice, but your decree. 

ApoL Goddefs of Wifdom, wifely haft thou judg’d ? 
Uniting, thus, w/ien different Pow’rs concur, 

Kach makes his influence double. V' • 

A i r IT. 

Wit and wifdoni^greatly vary, 

Thu’ the world fuppole *tm one . 

Each alone, they both mifearry. 

One too dull, and one too airy : 

Neithfr’s rafk compleatly done. 

W oil’d you give new force to either ? 

'l ake, md join ’em both together. 

ral Approach, ye Nations f let your funs be heard. 

T he Mules, and their leading Light, all, Imile, 

Indulgent to vour hopes. 

li A \ i T v 
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The Mufes in Mourning . 


Air III. 

The voice of war (hall, now, be heard no longer. 
The lhade of death, no more, fhall darken joy ■, 
The jocund Ihepherd’s reed, now, founding (hunger, 
i'n love, and peace, (hall mufic’s charms employ : 
The fame of wit (hall, now, caufe emulation. 

And new ambition fire each rifing nation. 

Pal. Queen of the nations ! far-fam’d Italy ! 

Once, a diftinguilh’d name. 

Enter Genius of Italy \ his drcfs , like that of a lover, in an 
Opera , with a plume of feathers, and white fatin robe, 
embroidered with flaming 'hearts , intermix'd with mufi- 
cal irflruments: in his hands, a roll of mufle flores, round 
a double-headed gilt Jlaff. 

Recitativo. 

G. of It. Infpiring Power ! 

And ye, fair Mules ! once adorning me ! 

And by my fons moft honour’d ! yet once more. 

Give me, to. fane fupreme, in envied wit;; 

And deign to take thefe offerings, which I bring. 
Devoted to your (hrine. 


Air IV. 

Take, ye Mufes, take, ye Mufes, 

Wealth, that idle greatnefs chufes ; 

Sounding nonfenfe, fwectly chiming. 

Airs for Opera, foftly rhiming •, 

Mufic fcores, the pride of feening. 

Take our fongs, and give us meaning. 

JU the while this air is flinging , he lets run a long roll of mufle 
jeon , whiib, at the end of the fong , he lays down on the altar. 

Pal. 
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Pal. Genius of Spain, unbending, and elate ! 

Of height unfhorten’d and unvaried nod ! 

Raife thy flow foot, and ftep ferenely on. 

Enter Genius of Spain, like a formal Spanijh Bon, in a bays 
cloak ; a long Jpada by bis ftde ; and, under each arm, a 
large bag oj money. 

J 0 
G.cfSp. [.thank ye, Gods! you, from the youthof time. 
Knew, and confefs’d your gifts moft due to Spain. 

My empire, like eternity, no line 
Not circular, can figure for the fun, 

In his wide compafs, when he rounds the globe. 

Forms blit a ring, the meafure of my crown. 

And fets, .and riles, in the realms, I rule. 

All unaccuftom’d l to hope in vain. 

Let rny dife thanks, thus low, anticipate 

Apollo’s purpos’d bounty ; what to aik 

Yet, fcarce refolv’d : — but what pofieis’d, far known 

> 

Air V. 

Blefs’d with all, that’s worth defiring. 

In ou? taltc, alone, too low 
Keep our fancy Hill afpiring, ,• . 

Let our judgment overflow : 

Swell our lenfe above bravadu. 

And accept this warlike fpada ; 

[Dravss hi&fpada, aud lays it doirn, as alp the 
gold and filler, on the altar. 

Strongly to guard, what Mules flightly hold, 
lnfpiring filvcr, and inflaming gold. 

Pal. Genius of France ! gay fpirit of loud delight, 
Lively concealer of dclign, in mirth ! 

Dance into fight ; and, at the Mules’ feet, 

I. ay thy meant ofTrings, and addrei’s thy prayer. 


liter 
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Enter Genius of France , drefs'd like one of their petites mat- 
tres ; the colour of his coat white , embroidered with flower- 
de-luces of gold. 

G. of Fr. Fam’d for vivacity, and inbred fire. 

From fruitful France all nations borrow wit. 

The vivid growth of nature! What 1 afk. 

Is, that Apollo, fince I fhine, fupplied, 

With -holds his* fmile from others. ’Tis my fame. 

To lend my lights, and glitter among nation* : 

To guide their learning, fafhions, thoughts, and tafte. 
And, oft, to change, and to be follow’d, ever. 

I 

Air VI. • 

Fond of the wit, we fo long have been fam’d for. 
Still, O Apollo ! confine it to France : 

’Tis a requeft, that we cannot be blam’d Tor, 
Modeft, as any, we ufe to advance ; 

Take, in acknowledgment, all the French favours. 
Which, for an ag£, over Europe have pafs’d : 
DrefTes to form, and to fafhion behaviours. 

This is our empire — O, grant it to laft. 

During the fong, he draws out of his pockets, and throws 
about , a great, quantity of toupees, black bags , fhoulder 
knots , ribbons , and feathers. 

Pal. Advance, Dutch Mightincfs ' huge growth of care! 
Jnduilrious heaviness ! unfhining g£m ! 

Dull dignity ! untowering eminence,.! 

Holland’s fwoli’r. Genius ! next, prefent thy claim » 
Envied, by none, be wonder’d at by all : 

And lpeak thy blunt propofal. 

Enter Genius of Holland, like a fat Dutch fkipper * under his 
left arm a puncheon : in his right hand , the impal'd lion's 
ftaff, headed with the hat of Liberty ■, to which is hanging 
a Jtring of herrings. 


G.of 
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G. of Hoi. --They fay that I wantwit— fliou’d that be true. 
As true it may be, fince I deal not in’t ; 

*Tis fit, that I fhou’d buy fome — fell it me, 

Apollo ! good Mynheer ! and company * 

And' take, becaufe my bargains, all, are juft, 

Take, in exchange, two quick commodities. 

Of price, to purchale wit, beyond my call. 

If Mules are fair traders. [Prefents his puncheon of brandy, 

and firing of herrings. 


Air VII. 

Tho* wit may be proud of its worth. 

Let none undervalue good drinking ; 
Here’s biandy can foon give it birth. 

And raife a weak head to ftrong- thinking : 
Pickle herring’s an excellent whet. 

And will love of good brandy beget: 
•And, fince wit is o' brandy’s conferring. 
The Mules fliou’d love pickle herring. 

Pal. Genius of England ' thou art laft, advance, 
Vv T or thick, yet, leaft afiur'd --- lor ever (land. 
Thou, fclf-fupported : llrongeft, when alone. 

Nor weak, but where af lifted. --- Plum, and brave. 
Be bold to fpeak thy claim. 


Enter C ruins cf I : .<igh.n,l i like a gcullesaass commoner % uilb a 
Jf 'are cap ; in one hand a pen in an iukbort, j u tie *t,.u\ 
a fc-iv s oil’d (beets of blank paper. 

G. if ling. 1, conlbious of no public want, but or.e. 
Derive that want from plenty : - Smile, ye Nine ! 

Nor thou, Apollo ! great inl’pirer ! frown. 

But firm my honeib prayer. — All England writes ; 

I. .earn’d, and unlearn ’d, each lex, all ages -ivrite ! 
Unr.night, unalk’d, unprais’d, unread, they write. 

(j, take theie (heets, ye Mules ! harmlefs, yet, ( 

the blank papei , and pen and ink t on the alter. 

And 
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And blank, as witlings’ brains are. Set us copies j 

And blefs, indulgent to our courteous readers, 

Blefs the wide-fcribling nation, with new (kill. 

That flatt’ry, when it paintSi may learn to Jhade y 
And fadtion, to enlighten 

A i it VIII. 

Woi/d Apollo,' to puzzle the MufeS all Nine, 
Contrive, how to fet ’em a talk without end ; 
Let ’em influence party with party to join. 

And Will to treat Bob, like a brother, and friend 
Let ’em make, men in places 
Strive, and pray, to be eas’d ; . 

And thofe,- in difgrace. 

Contented, <md pleas’d : 

Apollo fhall be my Lord Treafiirer then^ 

And the Mufes be married to parliament men. 

Pal. Sovereign decider ! thou haft heard the claims y 
Pronounce thy wilh’d decree. 

Apol. Nations, ’tis well 
Silent, I lent my ear to every plea, 

Impartially attentive : — Now, be dumb ; 

And hear qjy general judgment. — • Italy, 

Pofieffing wit, in vain, delerves no more ; 

Unconlcious of its ufes : — Haughty Spain , 

Milled by liiperftition, cripples truth, 

And fetters thought with the conftraint of ftiffnefs ; 
France is, in age, too dry, and four,- for wit. 

In youth, too light, and wanton : — Holland creeps 
Too prone, and abjedl, for the Mufe’s wing ; 

And thinks, too thrivingly, to wilh the wade 
Of Fancy’s lofmg livelinel’s. — Thou, then, 

England's adaptive Genius! temper’d foft. 

And turn’d, tor wit, or folly ! friend to both. 

And both, by turns, preferring : be thou rtlirte * 
Henceforth the Mufes, watchful of thy wilh. 

Shall cultivate good talk, fupport true wit*. 


And 
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And flrine in thy productions : — nor was this 
pndue to thy late modefty, that own’d 
A jurant, while thefe but prided in pofleffion. 

Air IX, 

While Itfc/y boafts of her mufic. 

And Spain of her filver and gold ; 

While France is of vanity too fick. 

And Holland to traffic is fold : 

Let England be known for her merit, 

Her learning, her honour, and wit; 

Let her fcorn a low fame to inherit. 

And prize, what is noble, and fit. 

if 

Pal. Genius of England, crown’d 1 with due fucccfs. 
Stay, and enjoy thy fortune : — Get ye hence, 

Ye difappointed rivals ; — re-imbark : 

And, unafpiring to be chiefs in wit, 

Purfue more dull diftin&ions. 

Air X. 

G. of It, Away, away. 

Come away. 

I’ll not flay. 

No, no, no: 

I will go. 

Come away. 

Air XI. 

G. of Sp. Since Apollo is fo rough, 

’Tis enough j . 

Off I blow him with a puff. 

And rate him at a pinph of lhuff; 

’Tis enough. 

Air 
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Air XII. 

C. of Fr. Ha, ha, ha, 

This plot fhall mifcarry ; 
I can parry : 

Sa, fa, fa. 


Air XIII. 

G. of Hoi. Let others follow proud Apollo * 

Y our Mufe is a jade. 

Unacquainted with trade, 

And too poor for a Dutchman to follotr. 
But I’ll outwit ’em ; 

And to fit ’em, 

,^', cn take back my brandy, and leave ’em the herring ; 

1 is a flock, that they’ll want, and I’ll keep the transferring. 

, It. Sp. Fr. Hoi. 

- Oh, -Oh, -Oh, -Oh. 

It. Sp. Fr. Hoi. 
Woe, - Woe, - Woe, - Woe. 
Give us comfort, O France ! 
Come, along. Jet us dance. 

It. Sp. Fr. Hoi, 

Oh, - Oh, - Oh, - Oh. 


All Gen. fuccejjively. 

All. Gen. fuccejjively , 

Gen. of Hoi. 

Gen. of Fra. — - — 

■*> 

All , in fucceffton 


At the entrance upon this laft line , they form a dance to flow, 
mournful mufic, in heavy, dull flips ; one Jhaking the body, 
another the heady a third drugging the Jhouldersy &c. and 
go out dancing . 

Apol. Now,’ ye pleas’d Mufes! imile upon your choice* 
And, flow*defcending, with due welcome, greet 
Your fav rite Genius. p 


The Mufes come, fever ally , down from the hilly in meafured 
motionSy flopping to the found of the inflrumentSy in air the 

firft 
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jirft (with attitudes proper to their characters, in manner 
of the Grecian dances) they falute the Genius of England , 
as they pafs in the dance, and range themfekes oppofite , till 
aH are defcended : Pallas, as they , fucceffively pafs, ac- 
quainting the Genius with their names , and diJtinCtions , 

Apol. Firft of the Mufes, bay-crown’d Clio, this ! 
Gives heroes fame, and teaches praife to live: 

This is Euterpe, with her flow’ry wreath. 

Sweet foftner of the foul. — Thalia , this, 

Whole temples a broad ivy garland binds. 

She, to gay comedy, attunes the mind, 

And laughs mankind to virtue. — This, Melpomene, 
Brighr, in* her coronet of radiant gems. 

That glitter, like her fancy : Tragedy, 

And all its feepter’d powers, <3bey this Mule, 

And the foal lhakes before her. — Eloquence, 

And l'wcet Perfuafion, next, in Polyhimnia, 

Pay England’s genius homage j her loole hair. 

Spread, and foft flowing, emblem of her words. — — 
Next, Erato, brings danger in her eye, 

Kindler of love’s fweet flame ; her every ftep. 

Ten thoufand Cupids, arm’d, attend, unfeen. 

And flioot their influence round her : from her brow. 
Roles, and myrtles, drink eternal bloom, * • 

To Ihed it, on her votaries. — T trpficbore. 

Gay, as her feathery garland, breathes in long; 

Light, as the airs, which tremble from her tongue ! 

She fwells the raptur’d foyl, to float on found. 

And melts it into mufje. This, Urania , 

Mufe, moft belov’d of Heaven ! her Harry crown 
Shines amidft planets, when Ihe fails the Ikies, 

Dctcdlive of the vaft profound of heaven ! 

And ftoops the ftars, to guide aftronomy. 

Calliope , circling her front with gold. 

Is the protestor Mufe, who gathers bays. 

To lhade the poet’s facred brow, from thunder. 

Ever ador'd be your aufpicious powers, 


Imir.or- 



16 fbeMufes in Mourning. 

Immortal beauties ! whole unfading ehaftns 
Bloom, for ungrafp’d eternity ! 

G. of Eng Oh, Imile, 

Propitious powers of meaning ! palfion’s guides ! 

Ye, who difturb the mind to mend the heart. 

And charm, with gen’rous purpofe ! Ever fmile ; 

Ever, thus partial, blefs your votary’s prayer. 

► 

Ant XIV. 

What are good fortune, diftinfUon, and greatnefs, 

, If wit is but wanting, the reft to adorn ? 

No man is happy, whom all his elatenefs. 
Untemper’d with reafon, but lift! into (corn : 
Wifdom, alone, can to blifs recommend us. 

High fortunes expofe,- but high virtues defend us. 

i ' 

Apol. Clio ! -r- bright leader of the tuneful train. 
Guide the lov’d ftranger to the facred fpring 
And let his favour’d tafte confefs its powers. . 

tfhe Mufes join, here, in a grand dance, after which, Clio 
gives her hand to the Genius of England, and leads him up 
the hill ‘, ftllow'd by all the Mufes, in a repetition of the 
meafures, and mufjc , abovemention'd. They afeend itf 
front , and bowing, as they pafs by Apollo , defend, out of 
fight , on the contrary fide. 

Pal. Now, wou’d high Jove confirm Apollo’s choice. 
He makes our purpofe, fate ! 

Apol. Jove (hall be fought : 

England has enviers, e’en among the Gods. 

Juno is fond pf Spain for (he loves pride, 

It recommends her peacocks. --- L.ove fmilcs, warm. 

On amorous Italy. — Vulcan’s whole (hop 
Glows red, for Holland's fervice. Active France , 

Is dear to Mercury ; whofe lhadowy wiles. 

Thole fine drawn fubtleties, which fools call wit, 

Import more danger, to our favourite charge, 


Than 
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Then all the open anger of thofe powers. 

Who, bravely, own their enmity. — Jove’s Fiat 
Secures us from their practices : for this, 

Reiblv’d, I tread, forthwith, the courts of heaven; 

Pallas, mean while, will guard the Mufes' hope. 

Air XV. 

Swifj, attend me, radiant Light, 

From the day-fpring’s glowing ftorc. 

Dart a beam, effulging bright, 

Flaming, half creation o’er! 

Then, revolving, ihoot above, 

And bear me to cite throne of Jove. 

At the cJofe of this air, a funPeam Jhoots down, and fnatches 
«• Apollo up, from the mount. 

A i r XVI. 

* 

Pal. Go, go, — my good wilhes attend you. 

Keep your fav’rite conftant, and true ; 

But, till more than your wifdom befriend you 
I’ll forfeit my fkill, if you do. f 
Old England is apt to take dudgeon, . 

And not very clearly to fee ; 

She’s reftive, by fits, and won’t budge on. 

But, like her own wits of South Sea, ' 
Will let go a whale for a gudgeon. 

And cry --what a profit have we ! 


VOL. II. 
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ZARA. 




ZARA: 

A 

TRAGEDY. 


As it is a&ed at the T h e at res. 


Dramatis Persons. 


At Drury-Lane, 1759. 


Osman, Sultan of Jerufalem , 
Lusignan, laft of the blood of the 1 
Chriftian Kings of Jerufalem, J 

Seuma, } SllV “ “ the Sul ' an ' 1 

Neeestan ) Frmb officcrs> . t 
Chatillon, > i 

Orasmin, Minifter to th? Sultan, 
Melidor, an Officer in the Seraglio, 


Mr. Mossop. 

Garrick. 

Mrs, Cibber. 
Mrs. Davis. 
Mr. Davis. 
Mr.JBi.AKEs, 
Mr. Burton. 
Mr. Scrace. 


S C E N E, the Seraglio, at Jerufalem. 


Dramatis Persons. 


AtCoVENT-GARDEN, I 757* 


OfiMAN, Sultan of Jerufalem, 
Lusignan, laft of the blood of the 1 
Chriftian Kings of Jerufalem , J 

Zara, 7 Slaves to the Sultan, 
Selima, K 

Nerestan, J F * Officers, 5 

Chatillon, J \ 

Orasmin, Minifter to the Sultan, 
Melidor, an Officer |p tfye Seraglio, 


Mr. Barry. 

Mr. Sparks, 

Mrs. Cibber. 
Mrs. Elmy. 
Mr. Dyer. 

Mr. Usher. 
tylr. Ridout. 
Mr. Bransby. 


TO HIS 


ROYAL HIGHNESS, 

THE 


P R I N C E. 


S I R, 

• • 

IflT'RIT ERS, who mein no infreft, but their arts % 
** Of undepending minds, and Jledfaft hearts, 
Difclaiming hopes, will empty forms negledt 
Nor need permission to addrels rtfpeft. 

* 

Prank , as the manly faith of ancient time. 

Let truths for once, approach the great, in rhitne ! 
Nor public benefit, mifguided, dray, 

Becaufe a private wijher * points its way. 

If wond’ring, here, your grefitnefs condefcends 
To afk, What's HE, Who, thus, uncall’d, attends It 
Smile, at a fuitor , who, in courts, untrac’d. 
Pleas’d, if o'er look’d, thus, owns his humble tajh. 

Vow’d an unenvier of the bufy great •, 

Too plain for flatt'ry ; arid, too calm for bate t 

9 3 


«* DEDICATION. 

flldXo bis hippy tfho furVeys, unknown. 

The pow’rlefs cottage, and the peacelefs throne, 

A filent fubjeSt to his own control: 

Of adlive paffions, but, unyielding foul ; 

Engrojs'd by NO purfuits, amus'd, by all ; 

But, deaf, as adders, to ambition's call : 

Too free, iot.pow'r, (or prejudice) to win. 

And, fafety, lodging liberty, within. 

t 

Pardon, Great Prince ! th’ unfalhionable drain. 

That Ihuns to dedicate ; nor feeks to gain : 

That, ( felf-refigning ) knows no narrow view ; 

And, but for public blcflings, courts, cv’n YOU! 

t 

Late, a bold tracer of yo'ii meafur'd mind, ' 

(While, by the mournful Scene, to grief inclin’d) 

I faw your eloquence of eyes confels 
Soft fenfe of Belvidera’s deep diftrefs. 

Prophetic, thence, fere-deem'd the rifing year? 3 
And baiTd a happy nation, in your tears l 

Oh ! »e£/y toucVd ! th’ infpiring pleafure chufe. 

Snatch, from the fable wave , the finking Muse ! 
Charming, be, charm’d! the Stage's anguilh heal: 

And teach a languid people how to feel. 

* Then her full foul, fhall tragic pow'r injpart. 

And reach three kingdoms in their Prince? s heart ! 

Lightnefs , difclaim’d, fhall bluffs itfelf away : 

And reas’ning Sense refume forgotten l'way : 

Love, courage, loyalty, tafte, honour, truth, 

Flafh*d from the fcene, recharm our lift’ning youth : 

And, virtues, (by your influence form'd) luftain 
The Future glories of their founder's reignV 

Nor, let due care of a protested Stage , 

Misjudg'd amufemenl , but fpare hours engage > 

Strong, firious truths, the manly Mufe dil plays ; 

And leads charm’d Reafon thro’ thofe flow'ry ways. 

White 
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While History's cold care but fa&s enrolls. 

The Muse (pervafiVe) fav<$ the pittpr’d fottfrf 
Beyond all Egypt's cvms, embalms mankind : 
And-ftamps the living features of the mind. 

'Time can ejeft the forts of pow’r, from fame ; 

And he who gains a world, may LOSE his name. 

But, cberijh'd arts infiire immortal breath 1 
And, bid their prop'd defenders tread on death ! 

Look back* lov’d Prince ! on ages funk in fhadel 
And feel. , what darkness, abfent Genius made ! 

Think , on the dead fore-fillers of your place ! 

Think , on the ftern firfi -founders of your race ! 

And, where loft Jtory fleepS in filent night ; 

Charge to their want of tafteft, their want of light. 

When, in your rifmg grove* (no cotrverfe nigh) 
Bi.ack Edward’s aweful hift demands yoiir eye. 

Think, from what catife, blind chronicles defame 
The grofs- told tow’rings, of that dreadful name ! 

Search him, thro’ fancy: and suppose him, fhown 
By the long glories, to the Muses known i 
Shining, difclos'd ; — o’ertramplir.g Death's control ! 

And, opening, backward, all his depth of Jodi! 

& * 

breathe a confcious ftgb, to ntoUrn his fate. 

Who form'd no writers, like his fpirit, great ! 

To limn his living thoughts paft fame renew % 

And build him honours, they relerve, for you * 

I am* with profound refpett, 

S I R« 

Your RoyAL Highness’s 
moft humble 

and obedient fervant, 

A. HitL. 





PREFACE 

T O T H E 

READER. 

T HE beauties of nature , will be beauties, everlaft - 

ingly. If they are fometi mes eclips'd, by a cloud 

of ill accidents, they difperfe the dark fereen ; and, again, 
• become amiable. 

But, unwilling to fuppofe, we^re, now , under influ- 
ence of fuch a cloud, with rear'd to dramatical tafie, I 
thought it more decent, (and jujler ) to charge its dege- 
neracy to the Stage, than" to the Genius of the nation. 

Accounting in this manner for the defell, 1 have often 
taken pleafure, (when turning my fearch towards a reme- 
dy) to confider it, as no improbable hope, that young 
Alton and AHrejfes, 'beginning, unfeduc'd by ^affected 
examples, might go lome length, towards what has 
been faid, of a celebrated writer, 

“ WIjo reach'd Perfection, in his firfl: Efiay. 

' *** 

It requir’d, methought, but the afiiflancc of a lively 
imagination, join’d to an eafy, and natural, power-, with 
a refolute habitude, to be, for an hour or two, the very 
perfons, they wou’d feem. — Such a foundation for accom * 
plifh’d adting, lies fo open, and lb clearly in nature, that 
they, who find it all, tmtjl difeover it at firfl: becaule 
when men are once got out of the road, they who travel 
the fartbefi , have but moft length of way to ride back 
again. 

Yet, the interefted in playhoufes were fo pofitive, in 
the contrary fentiment, that they lubmitted to reverence, 
as a maxim, this extraordinary concdfion, “ That alters 
mufi be twenty years fuch , before they can exptli to be mafters 
of the air , and tread, of the Stage. 

Now, 
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Now, there is but one view, in nature, wherein I was 
willing to admit of this argument: I. was forced to con- 
fefs, I had feen fome particular ftage airs, and ftage treads, 
which a man of good fenfe might indeed, wafte a long life, 
in endeavouring to imitate, and, at laft , lofe his labour! 

However,fince an opinion, in opposition tothefe gentle- 
men’s, wanted weight to make that believed poffible, which 
had not, yet, been reduced into practice, 1 took a fudden 
refolution, a&ually to try, who was in the right , by at- 
tempting the experiment. This, I knew, was a dc- 

iign, which, fucceeding, wou’d not fail to give pleafure 
to the public-, and, which, mifcarrying , cou’d produce no 
worfe confequence, thaa«y» particular mortification. 

I imagined it reafonable to found a trial, of this nature, 
rather on a jtew Play, tlftrfi an old one : and, as it ought 
to be a play of unqueftionabfe merit, it mull have been 
preemption, and vanity, to have call a thought toward 
any thing, of my own. — —Upon the whole, that I might 
keep out of reach either of prejudice, or partiality, a fo- 
reign production feemed the propei*eft choice; and, the 
ZAIRE, of Monfieur de Voltaire , offered me every thing 
that nature could do, on the part of the Poet : but, I had 
ftill fomething to wifh, with regard to that other part of 
her influence, which depended on the Player. 

I had (of late) among the reft of the t'owr/, been de- 
prived of all rational pleafure from the Theatre, by a 
monftrous, and unmoving affectation: which, choking up 
the avenues to paffion , had made Tragedy forbiddinc, 
and horrible ! i 

I was dcfpairing toiee a correction of this folly ; when 
I found my felf, unexpectedly, re-animated, by the war 
which the prompter has proclaimed, and is now, week- 
ly, waging, againft the Ranters , and Whiners, of the 
Theatre ; after having undertaken to reduce the AClor' s 
loft art , into principles, with defign, by reconciling 
them to the touching, and fpirited, medium , to reform 
thofe wild copies of life, into fome refemblance , at leaft, of 
their originals. 


Thus, 
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Thus, confirmed in my fcntiments, I ventured on the 
cafi of two capital chara&ers, into hands, not dijabled, by 
cuftom, and obftinate prejudice, from purfuing the plaitt 
track , of NATURE. 

It was eafy to induce Osman, (as he is a relation of 
my own, and but too fond of the amufement) to make 
trial, bow far his delight, in an art, I ihall never allow 
him to praElife, might enable him to fupply one part of 
the proof, that, to imitate nature , we mud proceed, upon 
natural principles. 

At the fame time, it happened, that Mrs. Cibber was, 
* fortunately, inclinable to exert her inimitable talent, in 
additional aid of my purpofe, ( wjth view to continue the 
praStice of a profeffion, for whim, her perfon\ her voice t 
the unaffefted fenfibility o£ hefitwr/, (and, .her face., fo 
finely difpos’d, for ajfuming , and expreffingi the passions) 
have, fo naturally, qualify’d her. * 

And, to give this bold novelty of defign , all its neceflary' 
furtherance, Mr. Fletewood, who profefles the moft 
generous inclinations* for improvement of his troublelome 
province, very willingly concurred , in whatever could, on 
bis part, be of ufe to the experiment. 

Behold, in this little detail, from what motive I hav© 
taken upon "me to throw one of the fineft of French plays 
upon the’ public. — If my expectations are not ftrangely 
deceived , it will be found, by the event j whether our tafte 
for true Tragedy is declined or, the true art of ailing it 
forgotten. 

From the firjl , I can have nothing to conclude, but, 
that my judgment has been weak? and miftaken. 

But, if the lajl proves the cafe, I ihall flatter my felf, 
that thofe perfons of quality, from whofe imaginary want 
of difcernment fome people have not blufbed to derive 
their dull qualities, will, in right of their infulted under - 
ftandingi exact, for the future, a warm, and toilfomd 
exertion, of the firong and the natural , tho* at the cost 
of the lazy and ajfefted. 


This 
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This would awaken, at once, the reflation , of many, 
who hav£ it in their power, to* be moving, and natural, 
afters ; dnd, by -efFe&ually convincing them, d»t (heir 
prelent opinion is wrong , bring ’em over (for their own, 
and the public advantage )t© embrace, and Hicceed by, a 
new one. 

Such a ftep, toward reforming the Theatre, would draw 
on, (as a confequence) many of its nobler improvements. 
— - For, where motions are keeneft, the delight becomes 
greateft •, and, to whatever moft charms , we, moft clofeiy, 
adhere ; and, encourage it, moft actively. 

If, in tranTlating this excellent Tragedy, I have regard- 
ed, in fofrie places, tfe» foul, and, in others, the letter, 
of the original MonfiearneVoltaire , who has made himfelf 
a very capable judge, both cgf our language -and cuftoms, 
will indulge me that latitude ; except he lhould, in ob- 
ferving feme alterations I have made, in his names , and his 
dibiion, forget, that their motives are to be found, in the 
turn of our national difference. 

After what 1 have laid of the playhoufes, it would be 
injuftice, ndt to declare , that I exclude from the cenfure, 
of fpeaking, or afting, unnaturally, any one of the per* 
Tons, who have been caft into ZARA.- — And, in par- 
ticular, I mtift fay this, of two of them ■> that Mr. Mit- 
ward, who is already a very excellent, and hourly riling 
to be an accomplifhed adtor, has a voice, that both com- 
prehends, and exprefies, the utmoft compafs ^harmony. 

And, Mr. Cibber, dilcerningly, purlued, thro’ the 

numberlefs extent of his walks, is an adtor, of as unlimit- 
ed a compafs of Geniuj, as ever I faw on the ftage ; and, 
is, barely , received, as he deferves, when the town is moft 
favourable. 


P R O- 
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Written by Colley Cibber, Efq; 

Spoken by Mr. Cibber. 

<T*HE French, howe'er mercurial they may feem, 

•*- Extinguijh half their fire, by critic phlegm : 

While Englifh writers Nature's freedom claim. 

And warm their fcenes with an ungpvern'd flame : 

*Tis ftrange that Nature never fltfuld infpire 
A Racine V judgment , with a SMpkefpear’j fire! 

Howe'er , to-night — ( to promife much we're loth) 

But- — you've a chance , to have a tafte of both . 

From Englifh Plays, Zara 's French author fir'd, 

Confefs'd his Mufe , beyond herfelf, infpir'd « 

From rack'd Othello’! rage , he rais'd his fiyle , 

And fnatch'd the brand, that lights this tragic pile ; 

Zara’j fuccefs his utmoft hopes outflow , 

And a twia twentieth weeping-audience drew. 

*\. 

As for our Englifh friend, he leaves to you, 

Wbate'er may feem to his performance due ; 

No view< of gain, his hopes or fears engage , 

He gives a child of leifure to the Stage : 

Willing to try , if yet, forfaken Nature , 

Can charm, with any one remember'd feature. 

Thus far, the Author fpeaks but now , the Player , 

With trembling heart, prefers his humble prayer. 

To-night the greateft venture of my life. 

Is loft, or fav'd, as you receive a wife: 

If tune, you think , may ripen her, to merit. 

With gentle fmiles, fupport her wav' ring fpiriti 

Zara 
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Zara in France, at once , an aflrefs rais'd , 

Warm’d into (kill, by being kindly prais’d : 

O ! could fitch wonders here,jrom favour flow. 

How would our Zara 's heart, with tranfport glow ! 
But Jhe , alas ! by jujler fears opprefs'd. 

Begs but your bare endurance, at the bejl. 

Her unjkill'd tongue would frnple Nature J 'peak , 

Nor dares her bounds, for falfe applaufes break . 

Amidfi a thoufand faults her beft pretence 

<To pleafe is unprefuming innocence. 

When a chafte heart's diftrefs your grief demands , 

One filent tear out-weighs a thoufand hands. 

If jhe conveys the pleafirg. paflions, r ioht. 

Guard and fupport berfflkis decifive night. 

If Jhe mistakes 01%‘fintk her flrength too fmall. 

Let interpofing pity break her fall. 

In you it refts, to five her, or deftroy , 

jf Jhe draws tears from you, I weep for Jov, 
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Spoken by Mrs* CLIVE. 

T TE RE, take a forfeit, Sirs, of being j^jdous, 
m~JL -Atid Own the pains, that plague thofe T urkiih fellows; 
Where love and death join hands , their darts confounding. 
Save us, good Heav'nJ from this new way of wounding./ 
Curs’d climate ! — where , to cards, a lone-left woman 
Has only one of her black-guards to lummop ! 

Sighs, and fits tnope'd, with her tame beaft to gaze at : 

And, that cold treat, hall the game fhe plays at / 

For (hold d fhe once , fome abler hand be trying , 

Foignard’j the word ! — and, the firft deal is — -dy ing ! 

’Slife, Jhou'd the bloody whi tx^get ground, in Britain, 
Where woman’s freedom has mb heights, to fit on \ 
D agg ers, provok'd, wou'd bring on desolation: 

And, murder’d Belles un-people half the nation 
Fain wou'd 1 help this Play, to move companion 

And live, to hunt suspicion out of fajhion. 

Four motives, firongly recommend, to lovers , 

Jiate of this weaknels, that our fcene difcoverS : 

Firft then — A woman will, or won’t- — depend on't; 
If Jbe will do't, Jhe will : — and, there’ j an end on't. 

Put, if (be won’t,— -Jince fafe and found your truft is, 
pear is affront : and jealoufy injustice. 

Next- 1 - he who bids bis dear, do what (he pleafes. 

Plants wedlock's edge ; and, all its torture eafes : 

For — r— not to feel your faff ’rings, is the fame. 

As not to fufFef: — All the difference name. 

Thirdly Fhe jealous buftand wrongs his honour •» 

Jfo wife goes lame, without fome»hurt upon her: 

And, the malicious world will Jlill be guefling. 

Who, oft, dines out, di/likes her own cook's drefling. 

Fourthly, and laftly to conclude my letiure. 

If you wou'd fix tb' inconftant wife respect her. 

She who perceives her virtues over-rated. 

Will fear to have th ' account more juftly Jlated: 

And, borrowing/rtf/w her pride, the good wifts seeming. 

Grew really such to merit your efteemittg. 

M ZARA. 
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A'CT I. S C E N E I. 

Zara and Selima. 

Sel. TT moves my wonder, young, and beauteous Zara, 
X Whence thefe new fentiments infpire your heart 
Your peace of mind incrcafes with your charms 
Tears, now, no longer lhade your eyes’ foft luftre : 

You meditate no more, thofe happy climes. 

To which Nereftan will return to guide you • ’ 

You talk no more of that gay nation, no^ , 

Where men adore their wives, and Roman's power 
Draws rev’rence from a polilh’d people’s loftnefs ; 

Their hulbands’ equals \ and their lovers’ queens ! 

Free, without fcandal ; wife, without reftraint i 
Their virtue, due to lyiture, not to tear ! 

Why have you ceas’d to wilh this happy change ? 

A barr'd feraglio ! fad, unfocial life! 

Scorn’d, and a (lave • All this has loft its terror x 
And Syria rivals, now, the banks of Seine ! 

Zara. Joys, which we do not know, we do not wilh t 
My fate’s bound in, by Sion’s facred wall j 
Clos’d, from my infancy, within this palace, 

Cujlm 
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Cujlom has learnt, from time the power to pleafe: 

I claim no (hare in the remoter world. 

The Sultan's property, his will my law ; 

Unknowing all, but him, his power, his fame } * 

To live his fubjett, is my only hope, 

All, elfe, an empty dream. — — 

Sel. Have you forgot 

Abfenc Nereftan then ? Whofe gen’rous friendlhip. 

So nobly vow’d redemption from your chains 1 
How oft have you admir’d his dauntlefs foul I 
Ofman, his conqu’ror, by his courage, charm'd, 
Trufted his faith, and, on his word, releas’d him : 
Tho’ not return’d, in time — r we, yet, expett him. 
Nor had his noble journey other motive. 

Than to procure our ranfom :-!) — And is this. 

This dear, warm, hope— — become an idle dream ? 

Zara. Since, after two long years, he not returns, 
*Tis plain, his promife ftretch’d beyond his power : 

A ftranger, and a Have, unknown like him, 

Propofing much, means little ; Talks, and vows. 

Delighted with a profpedt of efcape : 

pie promis’d to redeem ten Chriltians more. 

And free us all, from flavery ! 1 own, 

I once admir’d th’ unprofitable zeal. 

But, now, il« charms no longer. 

Sel What ! if yet. 

He, faithful, fhou’d return, and hold his vow ! 

Wou’d you not, then 

Zara. No matter Timp is pad % 

"And every thing is chang’d j— 

Sel. But, whence comes this ? 

Zara. Go— 'tweretoo much, to tell thee Zara’s fate j 
The Sultan'^ fecrets, all are facred, here : • 

But my fond heart delights to mix with thine. • 

Some three months paft, when thou, and other (laves. 
Were forc’d to quit fair Jordan’s flow’ry bank i 
Heaven, to cut (hort the anguilh of my days, 

Rais’d 
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Rais’d me, to comfort, by a powerful hand I 
This mighty Ofman ! 

Set. What of him ? 

Zara. This Sultan ! 

This conqu’ror of the Chriftians ! loves — •• 

Sel. W hom ? 

Zara. Zara ! — — — 

Thou blulheft, and I guefs, thy thoughts accufe me i ' 
But, know mp better — ’twas unjuft fufpicion : 

All Emperor, as he is, I cannot ltoop 

To honours, that, bring lhame and bafenefs with ’em f 

Realbn, and pride, thole props of modefty, 

Suftain my guarded heart, and ftrengthen virtue ; 
Rather thah fink to infamy, let chains 
Embrace me,, with a joy j fuch love denies : 

No — -I lhall, now, aftonilh* thee *, — His greatnefa 
Submits, to 'own a pure and honeft flame ; 

Among the Ihining crowds, which live, topleafe him*' 
His whole regard is fix’d on me, alone : 

He offers marriage — and its rites, flow, wait* 

To crown me Emprefs of this Kaftern world. 

Sel. Your virtue, and your charms, deferve it all : 
My heart is not furpris’d, but ftruck, to hear it ; 

If, to be Emprefs , can compleat your happin?ls, 

I rank my felf, with joy, among your fiavds. • . * 

Zara. Be, ftill, my equal and enjoy my bleflings : 
For, thou partaking, they will blefs me more. 

Sel. Alas! but Heaven ! will it permit this marriage ? 
Will not this grandeur, fafely, call’d a blifs. 

Plant bitternefs, and ro»t it, in your heart ? 

Have you forgot, you are of Chriftian blood ? 

Zara. Ah me! what haft thou faid? Why would’ft thou 
thus 

Recal my wav’ring thoughts ! — How know I, what. 

Or whence I am ? Heaven kept it, hid, in darknefs. 
Conceal’d me from my felf, and from my blood. 

Sel. Nereftan, who was born a Chriftian, here, 
Aflerts, that you, like him, had Chriftian parents ; 

. You. II. D Bcfide# 
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Befides— ’That crofs, which, from your infant years. 
Has been preferv’d, was found upon your bofom, 
Asifdefign’d, by Heaven, a pledge of faith. 

Due to the God, you purpofe to forfake ! 

Zara. Can my fond heart, on fuch a feeble proof. 
Embrace a faith, abhorr’d by him I love ? 

I fee, too plainly, cuftom forms us all ; 

Our thoughts, our morals, our molt fix’d .belief. 

Are confequenccs of our place of birth : 

Born beyond Ganges, I had been a Pagan : • 

In France, a Chriftian ; 1 am, here, a Saracen : 

’Tis but inftruftiott, all ! Our parents’ hand 
Writes, on our heart, the firft,- faint charadle'rs. 

Which time, re tracing, ’deepens into ftrength. 

That nothing can efface, but Death, or Heaven ! 

Thou wert not made a pris’ner in this place,* 

’Till, after reafon, borrowing force from years. 

Had lent its luftre, to enlighten faith : 

For me, who in m/ cradle was their (lave, • 

Thy Chriftian dodtrines were, too lately, taught me : 
Yet, far from having loft the rev’rence due. 

This crofs, as often as it meets my eye. 

Strikes thr6’ my heart a kind of aweful fear ! 

I honours rrOm niy foul, the Chriftian laws, 

Thofe laws, which, foft’ning nature, by humanity. 

Melt nations into brotherhood ; no doubt, 

Chriftians are happy ; and, ’tis juft to love ’em. 

Sel. V/hv have you, th°n,. , declar’d yourlelf their foe ? 
Why will you join your h ind, with this proud Ofman’s ? 
Who owes his triumphs io the Chriftians’ ruin ! 

Zara. Ah! — Who could flight die offer of his heart ? 

Nay for Ijr.ean to tell thee all my weaknels 

Perhaps, 1 had, erenow, profefs'd thy faith, 

But Ofman lov'd me and I’ve loft it all : 

1 think, on nom., but Ofman my pleas’d heart, • 

Fill’d with the blcfting, to be lov’d, by him. 

Wants room for other happinefs : — Place thou, 

Before thy eyes, his merit, and his fame. 


His 
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His youth, yet, blooming but in manhoodfe dawn ! 
How many conquer’d Kings have fwell’d his power ! 
Think, too, how lovely ! how his brow becomes 

This wreath of early glories 1 Oh ! my friend ! 

I talk not of a fcepter, which he gives me: 

No — to be charm’d with that, were thanks, too humble ! 
Offenfive tribute, and, too poor, for love! 

*Twas Ofman won my heart, not Ofman’s crown i 
I love not, in him, aught, befides himfelf. 

Thou think’ft, perhaps, that thefe are ftarts of paflion f 
But, had the will of Heav’n, lefs bent to blefs him, 
Doom’d Ofman to my chains, and me, to fill 
The throng, that Ofman fits on — ruin and wretchednefs* 

Catch and conlume my wilhes, but I wou’d 

To raife me,«to my felf, -defcend, to him. 

Sel. Hark! the wifh’d mufic* founds !— ’Tis he hg 

coines [Exit Selima, 

Zara. My heart prevented Mm, and found him near $ 
Abfent, two whole long days, the flow-pae’d hour. 

At laft, is come— and gives him to*my willies ! 

Enter Ofman, reading a paper ^ which he re-delivers tQ 
Orafmin. 

Ofrn. Wait my return or, fliou’d th£re fcfe a caufe, 

That may require my prefence do not fear 

To enter —ever mindful, that my own [Exit Orafmin^' 
Follows my people's happinefs.— — At length. 

Cares have releas’d my heart to love, and Zara. 

Zara. ’Twas not in eruel abfence, to deprive me 

Of your imperial image every where, 

You reign, triumphant : memory fupplies 
Refie&ion, with your pow’r * and you, like Heaven, 

Are always prefent and are always gracious. 

O/m. The Sultans, my great anceftors, bequeath’d 
Their empire to me, but their tafte they gave not ; 

Their laws, their lives, their loves, delight not me: 

I know, our prophet fmiles on am’rous wilhes ; 

D a 
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And opens a wide field, to vaft defire : 

I know, that, at my will, I might pofiefs; 

That, wafting tendernels, in wild profufion, • 

I might look down, to my furrounded feet. 

And blefs contending beauties. 1 might fpeak. 

Serenely flothful, from within my palace, 

And bid mypleafure be my people' slaw. 

But, fweet, as foftnefs is, its end is cruel ; 

1 can look round, and count a hundred Kings, 
Unconquer’d, by themfelves, and flaves to others : 
Hence was Jerufalem, to Chriftians loft ; 

But Heaven, to blaft that unbelieving race. 

Taught me to be a King, by thinking like one* 

Hence, from the diftant EuxinV to the Nile, 

The trumpet’s voice has wjak’d the world to War ; 

Yet, amidft arms, and death, thy power has reach’d me : 
For thoudifdain’ft, like me, a languid love; 

Glory, and Zara, join and charm, together. 

Zara. I hear, at once, with blulhes, and, with joy. 
This paflion, fo unlike your country’s cuftoms. 

Ofm. Paflion, like mine,dildains my country’s cuftoms. 
The jcaloufy, the faintnefs, the diftruft, 

The prcud, ( fuperior, coldnefs, of the Eaft : 

I know to love you, Zara, with efteem ; 

To truft your Virtue, and to court your foul. 

Nobly confiding, I unveil my heart, 

And dare inform you, that, ’tis all your own : 

My joys muft, all, be yours only my cares 

Shall lie, conceal’d, within— ^ and reach not Zara. 

Zara. Oblig’d, by this excefs 6f tendernefs, 

How low, how wretched, was the lot of Zara ! 

Too poor, with aught, but thanks, to pay luch bleflings ! 

Ofm. Not ]b — I love and wou’d be lov’d, again ; 

Let me confefs it, I pofiefs a foul, 

That what it wifhes, wi flies, ardently. 

I fhou’d believe, you hated, had you power 
To love , with moderation: ’Tis my aim. 

In every thing, to reach fupreme perfection. 
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If, with an equal flame, I touch your heart. 

Marriage attends your fmile- — but know, ’twill make 
Me wretched, if it makes not Zara happy. 

Zara. Ah! Sir, if fuch a heart, as gen’rous Ofman’s, 
Can, from my will, fubmit to take its blifs. 

What mortal, ever, was decreed fo happy ! 

Pardon the pride, with which I own my joy ; 

Thus, wholly, to poflefs the man, I love ! 

To know, and to confefs, his will my fate ! 

To be the happy work of his dear hands I 
To be— 


Enter. Orafmin. 

•) 

Ofm. Already interrupted ! What? 

Who? — Whence? 

Ora/. Tits moment, Sir, there is arriv’d 
That Chriflnan Have, who, licens’d, on his faith, 5 

Went hence, to France and, now return’d, prays 

afUdience. • 

Zara, [d/ide. 1 O ! Heaven ! 

Ofm. Admit him — What? — Why comes he not ? — 
Oraf. He waits, without.— No Chritlian dares approach 
This place, long facred to the Sultan’s privacies. 

Ofm. Go— bring him with thee- Monarohs, like thefun. 
Shine but in vain, unwarming, if unfeen : 

With forms, and rev’rence, let th t great approach us ; 

Not the unhappy. Every place, alike. 

Gives the diftrefs'd a privilege to enter.— [ Exit Orafmin. 
I think, with horror, c>n thefe dreadful maxims. 

Which harden Kings, infenfibly, to tyrants. 

Re-enter Orafmin, -with Nereftan. 

Ner. Imperial Sultan ! honour’d, ev’n by foes 1 
See me, return’d, regardful of my vow, 

And, pun&ual, to dilcharge a Chriftian’s duty : 

I bring the ranfom of the captive, Zara, 

P 3 


Fair 



ZARA. 


'fi 

Fair Selima, the partner of her fortune. 

And of ten Chriftian captives, pris’ners, here, 

You promis’d, Sultan, if 1 fhou’d return, 

To grant their rated liberty : Behold, 

I am return’d, and they are yours, no more. 

I wou’d have ftretch’d my purpofe to my felf. 

But Fortune has deny’d it-,- " My poor All 
Suffic’d, no further ; and a noble poverty 

Is, now, my whole pofleffion :■ 1 redeem 

The promis’d Chriftians ; for I taught ’em hope. 

But, for my fclf, I come, again, your Gave, 

To wait the fuller hand of future charity. 

Ofm. Chriftian! Imuft confefs, thy courage charms me j 
Fut let thy pride be taught, it'trcads too high. 

When it prefumes t clifnb above my mercy. 

Go, ranfomlefs, thy felf- and carry back 

Their unaccepted ranfoms, join’d with gifs. 

Fit to reward thy purpofe : Inftead of tun. 

Demand a hundred Chriftians they are thine : 

Take ’em and bid ’em teach their haughty country, 

They left fome virtue, among Saracens. 

Be Lufignan, alone, excepted He, 

Who bodts the blood of Kings, and dares lay claim 
To my Jerufalem— — — — that claim his guilt ! 

Such is'the law of States, had 1 been vanquifli’d. 

Thus had he laid of me : 1 mourn his lot. 

Who muft, in fetters, loft to day-light, pine. 

And f:gh away old age, in grief, and pain.- — 

For Zara but to name her, as a captive, 

Were to dilhonour language •,—* (he’s a prize. 

Above thy purchafe.- All the Chriftian realms, 

With all their Kings to guide ’em, wou’d unite 
In vain, td force her from me. — Go, retire — 

Ner. For Zara’s ranfom, with her own confent, 

I had your royal word — For Lufignan - - 

Unhappy, poor, old man — 

Ofm. Was I not heard ? 
flavc I npt told thee, CJiriftian, all my will P 

What, 
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What, if I prais’d thee ! This prefumptuous virtue. 

Compelling my efteem, provokes my pride : 

Be gone— —and, when to-morrow’s fun (hall rife 
On my dominions, be not found-— —too near me. 

[Exit Nereftan. 

Zara. [Afideh\ Aflift him, Heaven ! 

Ofm. Zara, retire, a moment 

Aflume, throughout my palace, fcvcreign empire. 
While I give orders, to prepare the pomp. 

That waits, fo crown the miftrefs of my throne. 

[Leads her cut , and returns. 
Orafmin ! didft thou mark th’ imperious Have P 

What could he mean ? he flgh’d and, as he went. 

Turn’d 1 , and look’d back’ at Zara !-- did’ft thou mark it? 

Oraf. Alas ! my fovereign matter ! Jet not jealoufy 
Strike high Enough, to reach.your noble heart. 

Ofm. Jealoufy, faid’ft thou ? Idifdainit: No. 

Diftruft is/oor, and a milplac’d fufpicion 

Invites, and juttifics, the fahhood fear’d. 

Yet, as I love with warmth fo, 1 con’d hate! 

But Zara is above difguife and art : 

My love is ftronger, nobler, than my power. 

Jealous ! 1 was not jealous if J was, 

I am not — no — my heart — but, let us drowp 
Remembrance of the word, and of the iitjage : 

My heart is fill’d with a diviner flame. 

Go — and prepare for the approaching nuptials ; 

Zara to careful empire joins delight. 

I mutt allot one hour to thoughts of ftatc, 

Then, all the fmiling day is love and Zara’s; 

[Exit Orafmin. 

Monarchs, by forms of pompous mifery, prels’d. 

In proud, unfocial mifery, unblels’d, 

Wou’d, but for love’s foft infly cnce, curie their throne. 
And, among crowded millions, Jive, alone. ' 


P 4 


ACT 



'40 Z A R A. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 

Nerejlan, Chatillon. 

Chat. "|y If Atchlefs Nereftan ! generous, and great ! 

iVl You, who have broke the chains of hopelcfs 
You, Chriuian Saviour, by a Saviour fent ! [Haves ! 
Appear, br known, enjoy your due delight $ 

The grateful weepers wait to clafp your knees. 

They throng, to kifs the happy hand, that fav’d ’em : 
Indulge th • kind impatience oh their eyes. 

And, at iheir head, command their hearts, forever. 

Ner Illuftrious Chatillon, ! this praife o’er.whelms me* 
What have I dene, beyond a Chriftian’s du&r ? 
fleyoi.d, whatyc# wou’d, in my place, haveidone ? 

Chat T rue — it is every honeft Chriftian’s duty ; 
Nay, ’tis the blefling of fuch minds as ours,' 

For others' good to facrihce our own. 

Yet, happy they, to whom Heav’n grants the power. 

To execute, like you, that duty’s call ! 

For us the relicks of abandon’d war, 

Forgot irv France, and, in Jerufalem, 

Left, to grow old, in fetters; Ofman’s father 

Confign’d us to the gloom of a damp dungeon. 

Where, but for you, we muft have groan’d out life ; 
And native France have blefs’d our eyes no more. 

Ner. The will of gracious Heav«n, that foften’dOfman, 
Infpir’d me, for your fakes;— ——but, with our joy, 

Flows, mix’d, a bitter fadnefs “1 had hop’d, 

To fave, frflm their perverfton, a young beauty. 

Who, in her infant innocence, with me, 

Was made a Have by cruel Noradin ; 

When, fprinkling Syria, with the blood of Chriftians, 
Caefarea’s walls faw Lufignan, furpris’d. 

And the proud crefcent rife, jn bloody triumph ; 

From 


ZARA. 


4 * 

From this feraglio, having, young, efcap’d. 

Fate, three years fince, reftor’d me to my chains i 
Then, fent to Paris, oh my plighted faith, 

I flatter’d my fond hope, with vain refolves. 

To guide the lovely Zara to that court, 

Where Lewis has eftablilh’d Virtue’s throne ; • 

But Ofman will detain her yet, not Ofman ; 

Zara, herfelf, forgets fhe is a Chriftian, 

And loves the«tyrant Sultan ! Let that pafs : 

I mourn a difappointment, ftill more cruel ; 

The prop of all our Chriftian hope is loft ! 

Chat. Difpole me at your will — I am your own. 
Ner. Oh, Sir ! great Lufignan, fo long their captive. 
That laft,*of an heroic race of Kings ! 

That warrior ! whofe paft fame has fill’d the world ! 
Ofman refutes, to my fighs, for ever ! 

Chat. Nay, then we have been all redeem’d in vain ; 
Perilh that/foldier, who woo'd quit his chains. 

And leave his noble Chief behind in fetters. 

Alas ! you*know him not, as I hav% known him ; 
Thank Heaven, that plac’d your birth fo far remov’d 
From thole detefted days of blood and woe ; 

But I, lefs happy, was condemn’d to fee 

Thy walls, Jerusalem, beat down and alf 

Our pious fathers’ labours loft, in ruins ! «* * 

Heav’n ! had you feen the very temple rifled ! 

The facred fepulchre, itfelf, profan’d ! 

Fathers with children, mingled, flame together ! 

And our laft King, oppress’d with age and arms, 
Murder’d— ---and bleeding, o’er his murder’d fons ! 
Then, Lufignan, foie remnant of his race. 

Rallying our fated few, amidft the flames, 

Fearlefs, beneath the crufh of falling towers. 

The conqu’rors and the conquer’d, groans and death ! 
Dreadful— ———and, waving in his hand his (word. 

Red with the blood of infidels cry’d out. 

This way, ye faithful Chriftians ! follow me - 

ffer. How full of glory was that brave retreat ! 

Chat. 
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Chat. *T was Hcav’n, no doubt, that fav’d, and led him on ; 
Pointed his path ; and march’d our guardian guide : 

We reach’d Caefarea there, the general voice 

Chofe Lulignan, thenceforth, to give us laws ; 

Alas! *twa$ vain Caefarea cou’d not ftand. 

When Sion’s felf was fall’n! we were betray’d j 

And Lufignan condemn’d, to length of life. 

In chains, in damps, and darknefs, and defpair : 

Yet, great, amidft his miferies, he look’d, # 

As if he could not feel his fate, himfelf, 

But as it reach’d his followers : and lhall we. 

For whom our gen’rous Leader fuffer’d this, 

Be, vilely, fafe ? and .dare be bl^fs’d without him ? 

Ner. Oh ! I fttou’d hate the liberty, he lhar’d not : 

I knew too well, the miferies, you defcribe, 

For I was born, amidft ’em : — chains, and death, 

Caefarea loft, and Saracens triumphant, 1 
Were the firft objects, which my eyes e’er loot’d on. 
Hurried, an infant, among other infants, ( 

Snatch’d, from the feofoms of their bleeding ‘mothers, 

A temple fav’d us, till the (laughter ceas’d ; 

Then, were we fent to this ill-fated city. 

Here, in the palace of our former Kings, 

To learn, from Saracens, their hated faith. 

And be com plead y wretched. — Zara, too. 

Shar’d this captivity j we, both, grew up. 

So near each otiier, that a tender triendlhip 

Endear’d her to my wifhes. — My fond heart 

Pardon its weaknels! bleeds, to fee her loft. 

And, for a barb’rous, tyrant, quit; her God ! 

Chat. Such is the Saracens’, too fatal, policy ! 

Watchful feducers, ftill, of infant weaknefs : 

Happy, Hatotyou, fo young, efcap’d their hands ! 

But, let us think may not this Zara’s int’reft. 

Loving the Sultan, and, by him bclov’d. 

For Iiufignan procure fome fofter fentence? 

The wife, and juft, with innocence, may draw 
Their own advantage, from the guilt of others* 

Ner. 
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Her. How (hall I gain admifflon to her-prefeoce ? 
Ofman has banilh’d me — but that’s a trifle j 
Will the feraglio’s portals open to me ? 

Or, tou’d I find, that, eafy, to my hopes. 

What profpedt of fuccefs, from an apoftate ? 

On whom I cannot look without dildain ; 

And who will read her lhame, upon my brow ? 

The hardeft trial of a gen’rous mind. 

Is, to court favours, from a hand it (corns. 

Chat. Think, it is Ltifignan, we feek to lerve. 

Ner. Well — it (hall be attempted — Hark ! who’s this? 
Are my eyes falfe ? or, is it, really, lhe ? 

/< 

Enter Zara. 

Zara. Sltrt nor, my worth/ friend ! I come to feek you ; 

The Sultaif has permitted it ; fear nothing : 

But, to cqpfirm my heart, which trembles, near you. 
Soften that angry air, nor look reproach ; 

Why (houid we fear each other, both, miftaking ? 
Afiociates, from our birth, one prifon held us. 

One friend Ihip taught affliction* to be calm *, 

Till Heav’n thought fit to favour your el'cape. 

And call you to the fields of happier France ; 

Thence, once again, it was my lot to find*you, 

A pris’ner here ; where, hid, amongft a crowd 
Of undiftinguilh’d (laves, with lefs reftraint, 

I (har’d your frequent converfe ; 

It pleas’d your pity, (hall J fay your friendfhip ? 

Or, rather, (hall I call it generous charity ? 

To form that noble purpofe, to redeem 

Piftrefsful Zara you procur’d my ranlom. 

And, with a greatnefs, that out-foar’d a crown. 

Return’d, your felf a (lave, to give me freedom ! 

But Heav’n has caft our fate, for different climes j 
Here, in Jerufalem, I fix, for ever : 

Yet, among all the (hine, that marks my fortune, 

I (hall, with frequent tears, remember yours $ 


Your 



ZARA. 


44 

Your goodnefs will, for ever, /both my heart, 

. And keep your image, (till a dweller, there. 

Warm’d, by your great example, to protect 
That faith, that lifts humanity fo high. 

I’ll be a mother to diftrefsful Chriftians. 

Ner. How! — Tou prote<51: the Chriftians ! Tou, who can 
Abjure their faving truth !— and, coldly, fee 
Great Lufignan, their Chief, die flow in chains ? 

Zara. To bring him freedom, you behold me here j 
You will, this moment, meet his eyes, in joy : 

Chat. Shall I, then, live, to bids that happy hour ? 
Ner. Can Chriftians owe fo dear a gift to Zara ? 

Zara. Hopelefs, I gather’d tourage, to intreat 

The Sultan, for his liberty Amaz’d, 

So loon, to gain the happinefs, I wifh’d ! 

See ! where they bring the good, old Chief, f;rown dim, 
With age, by pain, and forrows, haften’d on? 

Chat. How is my heart difiolv’d, with fudeen joy ! 
Zara. I long to view his venerable face, ; 

But tears, I know not why, eclipfe my fight ! 

I feel, methinks, redoubled pity for him j 
But I, alas ! my felf, have been a (lave ; 

And, when we pity woes, which we have felt, 

*Tis put a partial virtue ! 

Ner. AYnaz&n ent — whence this greatnefs, in an infidel ? 

Enter Lufignan, led in by two guards. 

Luf. Where am I ! What forgiving angel’s voice 
Has call'd me, to revifit long-loit <day ? 

Am I with Chriftians ? — 1 am weak — forgive me. 

And guide^my trembling fteps. — I’m full of years. 

Yet, mifery has worn me more than age. 

[ Seating himfelf. ] Am I, in truth at liberty ? 

. Chat. You are } 

And every Chriftian’s grief takes end, with yours. 

Luf. O, light ! — O ! dearer, far, than light ! that voice ! 
Chitillon ! is it you, ? — my fellow martyr 1 

And 
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And (hall our wretchednefs, indeed,' have end ? 

In what place are we, now ? — my feeble eyes, 

Difus’d to day-light, long, in vain, to find you. 

Chat. This was the palace of your royal fathers, 

*STw, now, the fon of Noradin’s feraglio. 

Zara. The mafter of this place — the mighty Ofman 1 
Diftinguifhes, and loves to cherifh, virtue; 

This gen’rous Frenchman, yet a ftranger to you. 

Drawn from Ms native foil, from peace, and reft. 
Brought the vow’d ranfoms of ten Chriftian (laves, 
Himftlf, contented, to remain a captive : 

But Ofman, charm’d by greatnefs, like his own. 

To equal, what he lov’d, has giv’n him, you. 

Luf. So gen’rous France infpires her focial fons ! 

* They have fc£en, ever, dear, and ufeful to me! 

Wou’d I we*e nearer to him — Noble Sir ! 

[Nereftan approaches . 
How have 1 merited, that you, for me, 

Shou’d pafsiuch diftant Teas, to bring me bleflings. 

And hazard your own fafety, for my fake ? 

Ner. My name, Sir, is Nereftan Born in Syria, 

I wore the chains of flav’ry, from my birth ; 

Till, quitting the proud crefcent, for the court. 

Where warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his eye, 

I learnt the trade of arms : the rank, I hold, ' 

Was but the kind diltin&ion, which he gave me. 

To tempt my courage, to deferve regard. 

Your fight, unhappy Prince, wou’d charm his eye; 

That beft, and greateft Moharch, will behold. 

With grief, and joy, thbfe venerable wounds. 

And print embraces, where your fetters bound you: 

All Paris will revere the crofs’s martyr ; 

Paris, the refuge, ftill, of ruin’d Kings 1 
Luf. Alas ! in times, long paft, I’ve feat its glory : 

When Philip, the victorious, liv’d 1 fought, 

Abreaft, with Montmorency, and Melun, 

D’Eaftaing, DeNeilq, and the far- famous Courcy; 

Names, which "were, then, the praife, and dread, of war ! 

But 
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But what have I to do, at Paris, now ? 

I ftand upon the brink of the cold grave ; 

That way, my journey lies to find, I hope, 

The King of Kings , and move remembrance, there,' 

Of all my woes, long-fuffer’d, for his fake. 

You, gen’rous witnefles of my laft hour, 

"While I yet live, afiift my humble prayers. 

And join the refignation of my foul. 

Nereftan! Chatillon! and you fair mourner! 

Whofe tears do honour to an old man’s forrows ! 

Pity a father, the unhappieft, fure ! 

That ever felt the hand of angry Heaven ! 

My eyes, tho’ dying, ftill, can furniih tears : 

Half my long life they flow’d, and, ftill, will flow ! 

A daughter, and three Tons, my heart’s prourf hopes. 
Were, all, torn from me, in their tend’reft y^ars ; 

My friend Chatillon knows, and can remember— 
Chat. Wou’d 1 were able, to forget your woe. 

Luf. Thou wert a pris’ner, with me in Ca^irea, 

And, there, beheld’ft my wife, and two dear fons 

Perilh, in flames they did not need the grave. 

Their foes wou’d have denfd ’em ! — I beheld it ; 
Hu/band! and father! helplefs, I beheld it ! 

Deny’d the‘mournful privilege, to die ! 

If ye are faintsSn Heaven, as, fure ! ye are ! 

Look with an eye of pity, on that brother, 

That fitter, whom you left ! if I have, yet, 

Or fon, or daughter : for, in early chains. 

Far from their loft, and unafltfting father, 

I heard, that they were fent, witfv numbers more, 

To this feraglio j hence, to be difpers’d. 

In namelefs remnants, o’er the Eaft, and fpread 
Our Chritflan miferies, round a faithlels world. 

Chat. ’Twas true— for, in the horrors of that day, 

I fnatch’d your infant daughter, from her cradle; 

But, finding ev’ry hope of flight was vain. 

Scarce had I fprinkled, from a public fountain, 

Thofe facred drops, which wa(h tha foul from fin ; 

When, 
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When, from my bleeding arms, fierce Saracens 1 
Forc'd the loft innocent, who, fmiling, lay. 

And pointed, playful, at the fwarthy fpoilers f 
With her, your youngeft, then, your only fon, 

Whofe little life had reach'd the fourth, fad year. 

And, juft giv'n fenfe, to feel his own misfortunes. 

Was order’d to this city. 

Ner. I, too hither, 

Juft, at that fjftal age, from loft Cxfarea, 

Came, in that crowd of undiftinguifh’d Chriftians. . 

Luf. Tou , ? — camera thence? — Alas! who knows butyou 
Might, heretofore, have feen my twO, poor children ? 
[Looking up.] Hah! Madam! that fmall ornament you wear. 
Its form a ftranger to this country’s falhion, 

How long l$s it been yours ? • 

Zara. Fn$m my firft birth. Sir 

Ah! what !— you feem furpris’d ! -why Ihould this moveyou ? 
Luf. W*u’d you confide it to my trembling hands ? 
Zara. To whaf new wonder, am,I now referv’d ? 


Oh ! Sir, what mean you ? 

Luf. Providence ! and Heaven ! 

O, failing eyes ! deceive ye not my hope ? 

Can this be poflible ? — Yes, yes — 'tis Ihe ! , 

This little crofs — I know it, by fure marks # 

Oh! take me, Heav’n ! while I can die with joy— 

Zara. O ! do not, Sir, did raft me ! — rifing thoughts. 
And hopes, and fears, o’erwhelm me ! 

Luf. Tell me, yet, 

Has it remain’d, lor ever,*in your hands ? 

What!— both brought captives, from Casfarea, hither? 

Zara. Both, both 

Ner. Oh, Heaven! have I then found a father? 

Luf. Their voice ! their looks ! 

The living images of their dear mother ! 

O, thou ! who, thus, canlt bias my life’s laft fandl 
Strengthen my heart, too feeliJe for this joy. 

Madam ! Nereftan ! Help me, Chatillon ! [Bijlng. 

Nereftan ! if thou ought’ll: to own that name. 




Shines 
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Shines there, upon thy noble breaft, a noble fear, 

Which, ere Caefarea fell, from a fierce hand, 

Surprifing us, by night, my child receiv’d ? 

Ner. Blefs’d hand ! — I leaf it, Sir — the mark is there ! 
Luf. Merciful Heaven ! 

Ner. [ kneeling ] O, Sir! — O, Zara, kneel. 

Zara, f kneeling .] My father! Oh! 

Luf. O, my loft children ! 

Both. Oh! 

Luf. My fon ! my daughter ! loft, in embracing you, 

I wou’d, now, die, left this Ihould prove a dream. 

Chat. How touch’d is my glad heart, to fee their joy ! 

Luf. Again, I find you dear, in wretchednefs : 

O, my brave fon — and, thou, my namelefs daughter! 
Now, diffipate all doubt, remove all dread : 

Has Heaven, that gives me back my children -giv’n ’em- 
Such, as I loft ’em ? — come they, Chriftians, to me ? — 
One weeps — and one declines a confcious eye ! 

Your filence fpeaks -too well I underftand it £ 

Zara. I cannot. Sir, deceive you — Ofmams laws 
Were mine— and Ofman is not Chriftian.— 

Luf. Oh! my mifguided child !— -at that fad word. 
The little life, yet mine, had left me, quite. 

But that my death might fix thee, loft, for ever. 

Full fixty,year$, I fought the Chriftians’ caufe, 

Saw their doom’d temple fall, their power deftroy’d : 
Twenty a captive, in a dungeon’s depth. 

Yet, never, for my felt' my tears fought Heaven j 
All, for my children, rofe my fruitlefs prayers i 
Yet, what avails a father’s wretched joy ? 

I have a daughter gain’d, and Heav’tt an enemy. 

But ’tis tny guilt, not hers — thy father’s prifon 

Depriv’d thee of thy faith yet, do not lofe it : 

Reclaim thy bfrthright think upon the blood 

Of twenty Chriftian Kings, that fills thy veins ; 

’Tis heroes’ blood the blood of faints and martyr*! 

What wo/d thy mother feel, to fee thee, thus ? 

She, and thy murder’d brothers /’—think, they call thee; 

Think, 
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Think, that thou lee’ll ’em ftretch their bloody arms. 
And weep, to win thee, from their murderers’ bofom. 
Ev’n in the place, where thou betrafft thy God, 

He dfd, my child, to fave thee. Turn thy eyes. 

And lee ; for thou art near, his facred fepulchre; 

Thou can’ll not move a ftep, but where he trod ! 

Thou trembleft Oh ! admit me to thy foul-. 

Kill not thy aged, thy affli&ed father ; 

Take nor, thus*foon, again, the life thou gav’ft him j 

Shame not thy mother— nor betray thy God. 

*Tis paft repentance dawns, in thy fwecc eyes j 

I fee bright Truth, defcending to thy heart, 

And, now, my long- loft child, is found, for ever. 

Ner. O! "doubly blefs’cM a lifter, and a foul,' 

To be redeetiyd together 1 
Zara. O ! fny father ! 

Dear author of my life ! inform me, teach me. 

What lhou’cLmy duty do ? 

Luf. By oje fliort word. 

To dry up all my tears, and make life* welcome, 

Say, thou art Chriftian. 

Zara. Sir 1 am a Chriftian. 

Luf. Receive her, gracious Heaven ! and blefs # her, for it, 

Enter Orafmin. »• 

Oraf. Madam, the Sultan order’d me, to tell you, 

That he experts, you, inftant, quit this place. 

And bid your laft farewel to thefe vile Chriftians : 

You, captive Frenchmen, — * — follow me-, for you, : 

It is my talk, to anfwer.-* 

Chat. Still, new miferies 1 
How cautious man Ihou’d be, to fay, I’m happy 1 
Luf. Thefe are the times, when men of virtue, pVotfe, 
That, *tis the mind, not blood, infures their firmnds. 

Zara. Alas! Sir Oh! 

. Luf. Oh, you ! 1 dare not name you : 

Farewel but, come what may, befure, remember. 

You keiep the fatal fecret ! for the reft; 

^Leave all to Heaven, be faithful, and be bleft. 

Vo i. 11. E ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Ofman , and Orafmin. 

Ofm. Rafmin ! this alarm was falfe, and groundlefs; 

Lewis, no longer turns his arms, on me: 

The French, grown weary, by a length of woes, 

Wifh not. at once, to quit their fruitful plains. 

And famifh, on Arabia’s defart fands. 

Their fhips, ’tis true, have fpread the Syrian Teas ; 

And Lewis, hovering o’er the coaft of Cyprus, 

Alarms the fears of Afia j but, I’ve learnt. 

That, fleering wide, from'our unmenac’d pu ts. 

He points his thunder at th’ Egyptian fhore. 

There, let him war, and wafte my enemies ; 

Their mufual conflict will but fix my throne:—— 

Releafe thofe Chrifticns 1 reftore their freedom ; 

’Twill pleafe their mafter, nor can weaken me : 
’Tranfport ’em, at my coaft, to find their King j 
I wifh, to have him know me : carry thither. 

This Lufigiian, whom, teil him, I reftore. 

Because 1 cannot fear his fame in arms ; 

But love him, for his virtue, and his blood. 

Tell him, my father having conquer’d, twice. 
Condemn’d him to perpetual chains ; but I 
Have fet him free, that I might triumph, more. 

Oraf. The Chriftians gain an symy, in bis name. 

Ofm. I cannot fear a found 

Oraf. But, Sir Ihou’d Lewis 

Ofm. Telf Lewis, and the wtrld it Jhall be fo : 

Zara propos’d it, and my heart approves : 

Thy ftatefman’s reafon is too dull, for love ! 

Why wilt thou force me, to confefs it all ? 

Tho’ I, to Lewis fend back Lufignan, 

I give him but to Zara 1 have griev’d her; 
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ZARA: 

And pw’d her the atonement of this joy. 

7 ‘by falfe advices, which, but now, mifled 
My anger, to confine thofe helplefs Chriftians,' 

Gave her a pain, I feel, for her, and me : 

But I talk on, and wade the fmiling moments. 

For one long hour, I yet, defer my nuptials j 
But, ’tis not lojl> that hour ! 'twill all be hers ! 

She wou’d employ it, in a conference, 

With that Ner^tan, whom thou know’ft— — that Chriftian tj 
Oraf. And have you, Sir, indulg’d that ftrange defiie ? 
O/m. What mean’ll thou ? they wereinfantflaves, together J 
Friends Ihouldpar/, kind, who are to meet no morej 
When Zara alks, I will refufe her nothing. 

Reftraint was never made for thofe, we love ; 

Down, with jhefe rigours, of the proud feraglio j 

I hate its law where blind aufierity 

Sinks virtue to necefilty. My blood 

Difclaims your Afian jealoufy 1 hold 

The fierce, ree, plainnels, of my Scythian anceflors. 
Their open confidence, their honed Hhte, 

Their love, unfearing, and their anger, told. 

Go — the good Chi idian waits — conduct him to her ; 

Zara experts thee — what fhe wills, obey. [Exit OfmanI 
Oraf. Ho* Chriftian' enter — -wait, a moment, herej 

Enter Ncreftan. 

Zara, will foon, approach — Igo, tofind her [Fxi/Orafmiril 
Ner. In what a ftate, in what a place, I leave her! 

O, faith! O, father ! O ! my*poor, loft After ! 

She’s here ! * 


Enter Zara. 

Thank Heaven, it is not, then, unlawful. 

To fee you, yet, once more, my lovely After 1 

Not all fo happy ! We, who met, but now,’ 

Shall never meet again for Lufignan ■ ■■ ■ — 

$ft fhall be orphans, ftill, and want a father. 

E a 
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FaflfX&'it, Heaven ! 

JVer. His laft, fad hour's at hand. • 

That flow of joy, which follow’d our difcovery. 

Too ftrong, and fudden, for his age's weaknefs. 

Wafting his fpirits, dry’d the fource of life. 

And Nature yields him up to Time’s demand : 

Shall he not die, in peace ? Oh ! let no doubt 

Difturb his parting moments, with diftruft ; 

Let me, when I return, to clofe his eyes, 

Compofe his mind’s impatience, too, and tell him. 

Your are confirm’d a Chriftian. 

Zara. Oh ! may his foul enjoy, in earth, and heaven. 
Eternal reft ! nor let one thought, one figh. 

One bold complaint, of mine, recall his cares !* 

But, you have injur’d me, who, ftill, can doubt. — 
What ! am I not your After ? and lhall you 1 
Refufe me credit ? you fuppofe me light? 

You, who Ihou’d judge my honour, by your own ! 
Shallow diftruft a truth, I dar’d avow. 

And ftamp apoftate,, on a filter's heart ! 

Ner. Ah ! do not mifconceive me ! if I err’d. 

Affection, not diftruft, milled my fear ; 

Your will may be a Chriftian, yet not you : 

There is a facred mark a ftgn of faith, 

A pledge, of promife, that mult firm your claim } 

Walh you from guilt, and open heaven, before you . 
Swear, fwear, by all the woes, we all have borne. 

By all the martyr’d faints, who call you daughter % 

That you confent, this day, to feal our faith. 

By that myfterious rite, whicti waits your call. 

Zara. I fwear, by heaven, and all it’s holy hoft, 

Its faints, its martyrs, its attefting angels. 

And the dread prefence of its living Author, 

To have no faith, but yours ; — to die, a Chriftian 1 
Now, tell me, what this myftic faith requires ? 

Ner. To hate the happinefs of Ofman's throne, 

And lov£ that God, who, thro’ this maze of woes. 

Has brought us all, unhoping, thus, together $ 

For, 
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For me 1 am a foldier, uninftrudted, 

ffor daring to inftruft, tho’ ftrong in faith : 

But I will bring th’ ambalTador of Heaven, 

To clear your views, and lift you to your God : 

Be it your talk, to gain admiflion for him. 

But where ? from whom ? — Oh ! thou Immortal Power! 
Whence can we hope it, in this curs’d feraglio ? 

Who is this flave of Ofman ? yes, this (lave 1 

Does Ihe not boaft the blood of twenty Kings ? 

Is not her race the fame, with that, of Lewis ? 

Is fhe not Lulignan’s unhappy daughter ? 

A Chriftian ? and my filler ? yet, a flave 1 

A willing Have ! 1 dare not fpeak, more plainly. 

Zara. Cruel ! go on Alas 1 you know not met 

At once, a ftranger, to my feoret fate, 

My pams, my fears, my wilhes, and my power : 

I am 1 will be, Chriftian will receive 

This holy prieft, with his nr fterious blefling •, 

I will not do, nor fuffer, aught, unworthy 

My felf, my father, or my father’s race. 

But, tell me nor be tender, on this point \ 

What punilhment your Chriftian laws decree. 

For an unhappy wretch, who, to herfelf, • 

Unknown, and, all abandon’d, by the world. 

Loft, and enflav’d, has, in her Sovereign ^nailer, 

Found a protedlor, generous, as great, 

Has touch’d bis heait, and giv’n him, all her own ? 

Ner. The punilhment of fuch a flave, fhou'd be 

Death, in this woild -and pain, in that to come. 

Zara. I am that flave---ftnke here— and fave my lhame: 

Ner. Deftru&ion to my hopes 1 can it be_you t 

Zara. It is -—ador’d by Ofman, I adore him : 

This hour, the nuptial rites will make us, one. 

Ner. What 1 marry Ofman 1 — Let the world grow dark. 
That the extinguilh’d fun may hide thy lhame ! 

Cou’d it be thus, it were no crime so kill thee. 

Zara. Strike, ftrike — I love him — yes, by Heav’n ! I 
lore him. 

E 3 Ner. 
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Ner. Death is thy due but not thy due from n$ i 

Yet, were the honour of our houfe no bar " ' —' 

My father’s fame, and the too gentle laws 
Of that religion, which thou haft difgrac’d-— — — 

Did not the God, thou quit’ft, hold back my arm, 

Not there 1 cou’d not, there ; but, by my foul, 

I wou’d rufh defp’rate, to the Sultan ? s breaft, 

And plunge my lword in his proud heart who damns thee. 
jOh ! ihame ! lhame ! fhame 1 at fuch a time, as this ! 
When Lewis, that awak’ner of the world. 

Beneath the lifted crofs, makes Egypt pale. 

And draws the fword of Heaven, to fpread our faith ! 
Now, to fubmit to fee my After, doom’d 
A bofom Have, to him, whofe tyrant heart 
But meafures glory, by the Chriftians’ woe ? 

Yes 1 will dare acquaint our father with it ; 

Departing Lufignan may live, fo long. 

As juft, to hear, thy fhame, and die to ’fcape it. 

Zara. Stay- — my too angry brother, — ftay — perhaps^ 
Zara has refolution, great, as thine : 

*Tis cruel and unkind ! — Thy words are crimes ; 

My weaknefs but misfortune ! Doft thou fuffer ? 

I fuffer more ; Oh ! wou’d to Heaven, this blood 

Of twenty ffoafted kings, would flop, at once. 

And ftaghatein my heart ! it, then, no more, 

Wou’d rufh, in boiling fevers, thro’ my veins. 

And every trembling drop, be fill’d with Ofman. 

How has he lov'd me ! how has he oblig'd me ! 

I owe thee to him ! what has lie not done, 

To juftify his boundlefs pow’r of charming 1 
For me, he foftens the fevere decrees 

Of his own faith ; —and is it juft, that mine 

Shou’d bid me hate him, but becaufe he loves me ? 

No 1 will be a Chriftian but, prcferv$ 

My gratitude, as facred, as my faith : 

|f I have death to fear, for Ofman’s fake, 
jp muft be from his coldnefs , not his love. 

Ner. I muft at once, condemn, and pity the? •, 

. ■ cannot 
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I cannot point thee out, which way to go, 

But Providence will lend its light, to guide thee. 

That facred rite, which thou (halt, now, receive. 

Will ftrengthen, and fupport, thy feeble heart. 

To live, an innocent ; or die, a martyr : 

Here, then, begin performance of thy vow ; 

Here, in the trembing horrors of thy foul, 

Promife thy King, thy father, and thy God, 

Not to accomplilh thefe detefted nuptials, . 

’Till, firft, the reverend prieft has clear’d your eyes, 
Taught .you to know, and giv’n you claim to Heaven, 

Promile me this — ■ 

Zara. Sa-blefs me, Heaven ! I do. — — 

Go haftep the good prieft, I will expeft him ; 

But, firft, return chear my expiring father, 

Tell him, 1 am, and will be, all he wilhes me : 

Tell him, to give him life, ’rwere joy, to die. 

Ner. I go— farewell farewell, unhappy lifter ! 

# [ Exit Nereftan. 

Zara. I am alone and now be juft, my heart! 

And tell me, wilt thou dare betray thy God ! 

What am I ? what am I about to be ? 

Daughter of Lufignan ? or wife to Ofman ? 

Am I a lover, moft ? or, mod, aChriftiap i . 

Wou’d Selima were come! and yet, ’tis juft. 

All friends lhou’d fly her, who forfakes herfelf : 

What lhall I do r — What heart has ftrength, to bear 
Thele double weights of duty ? — Help me, Heaven ! 

To thy hard laws I reiser up my foul : 

But, Oh ! demand it back — for, now, ’tis Ofman’s.— 

Enter Ofman. 

Qfm. Shine out, appear, be found, my lovely Zara! 

Impatient eyes attend the rites expect thee; 

And my devoted heart, no longer/ brooks 

This diftance from its foft’ner ! all the lamps 

Qf nuptial love are lighted, and burn pure, 
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As if jthey drew their brightnefs from thy. bjufhes : 

The holy mofque is fill’d with fragrant fumes. 

Which emulate the fweetnefs of thy breathing : 

My proftrate people, all, confirm my choice. 

And fend their fouls to Heaven, in prayer, for bleflings, 
Thy envious rivals, confcious of thy right, 

Approve fuperior charms, and join to praife thee ; 

The throne, that waits thee, feems to Ihine, more richly. 
As all its gems, with animated luftre, . 

Fear’d to look dim, beneath the eyes of Zara ! 

Come, my flow love ! the ceremonies wait thee ; 

Come, and begin, from this dear hour, my triumph. 
Zara. Oh ! what a wretch am 1 ? O, grief ! Oh, love! 

Ofm. Come come 

Zara. Where Ihall I hide my blulhes ? * 

Ofm. Blufhes ? here* in my bofom, hide ’em. 

Zara. My Lord ? 

Ofm. Nay, Zara — give me thy hand, and come— — ■ 
Zara. Inftrudt me. Heaven ! 

What I fhou’d fay — « Alas ! I cannot fpeak. 

Ofm. Away this modeft, fweet, rclu&ant, trifling. 

But doubles my defires, and thy own beauties ! 

Zara. Ah, me ! 

Ofm. Nay — but thou fhould’ft not be too cruel — 

Zara. I can po longer, bear it Oh ! my Lord— ■ 

Ofm. Ha! what! — whence? how? 

Zara My Lord ! my Sovereign ! 

Heaven knows, this marriage wou’d have been a blifs. 
Above my humble hopes ! — yet, witnefs, love ! 

Not from the grandeur of your throne, that blifs, 

But, from the pride of calling Ofman, mine. 

Wou’d you had been no Emperor ! and I, 

Poflefs’d of power, and charms, defervingjtf# / 

That, flighting Afia's thrones, I might, alone, 

Have left a proffer’d world, to follow you. 

Through delarts, uninhabited by men, 

And blefs’d, with ample room, for peace, and love •, 

But, as it is thefe Chriftians— 
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OJm. Chriftians! what! 

flow ftart two images into thy thoughts, * 

So diftant as the Chriftians, and my love ! 

Zara. That good, old Chriftian, reverend Lufignan, 
Now, dying, ends his life, and woes, together 1 

O/m. Well 1 let him die what has thy heart to feel, 

Thus prefling, and thus tender, from the death 
Of an old, wretched, Chriftian? — Thank our prophet, 

Thou art no Chriftian ! Edupated, here. 

Thy happy youth was taught our better faith : 

Sweet, as thy pity Ihines, *tis, now, mif-tim’d ; 

What ! jtho’ an aged fuff’rer dies, unhappy. 

Why lhou’d his foreign fate difturb our joys ? 

Zara. Si^'tf'-jiqu love me, and wou’d have me think. 

That I am truly dear — 

O/m. Heaven 1 if I love — — 

Zara. Permit me 

O/m. What? 

Zara. To defire — 

O/m. Speak out * 

Zara. The nuptial rites 

May be deferr’d, till — 

O/m. What ? is that the voice 

Of Zara ? 

Zara. Oh 1 I cannot bear his frown ! * 

O/m. Of Zara 1 

Zara. It is dreadful to my heart. 

To give you but a feemmg caufe, for anger ; 

Pardon my grief — alas ! 1 cannot bear it j 
There is a painful terror* in your eye, 

That pierces to my foul Hid, from your fight, 

I go, to make a moment’s truce, with tears. 

And gather force, to fpeak of my defpair [ Exit di/ordered. 

O/m. I ftand, immoveable, like fenfelefs marble 1 
Horror had frozen my fufpended tongue : 

And an aftonilh’d filence robb’d my will 
Of power, to tell her, that Ihe Ihock’d my foul 1 

Spoke lhe to me? fure ! I mifunderftood her ? 

£ou’d it be me t lhe left ? What have I feen ? 
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- Enter Orafmin, 

(Orafmin ! what a .change is here! — (he’s gone, •" 

And I permitted it, I know hot how ! 

Oraf. Perhaps, you but accufe the charming fault 
Of innocence, too modeft, oft, inwove. 

Ofm- But why, and whence, thpfe tears? — thofe looks! 
that flight ! 

TJiat grief fo ftrongly ftamp’d on every feature ! 

Jf it has been that Frenchman ! what a thought ! 

How low, how horrid, a fufpicion, that ! 

The dreadful flafh, at once, gives light, and kills me : 

My too bold confidence repel I’d my caution/- 
An infidel! — a flave! — a heart, like- mine. 

Reduc’d, to fuffer, from fo vile a rival ! 

But, tell me, did’ft thou mark ’em at their parting? 

Didft thou obferve the language of their eyes ? 

Hide nothing from me— —Is my love betray’d ? 

Tell me my whole difgrace: nay, if thou trembled:, 

I hear thy pity fpeals, tho’ thou art filent. 

Oraf. 1 tremble, at the pangs, I fee you fuffer ; 

Let not your angry apprehenfion urge 
Your faithful flave, to irritate your anguifh $ 

I did, ’tis true, obferve fome parting tears i 
But, there are tears, of charity and grief: 

I cannot think, there was a caufe, deferving 

This agony of paffion 

Ofm. Why no 1 thank thee — — 

Oralmin, thou art wife ! it coil’d not be. 

That I fhou’d Hand, expos’d, to fuch an infult : 

Thou know*ft, had Zara meant me the offence. 

She wants not wifdotn, to have hid it, better ; 

How rightly did’ft thou judge ! — Zara fhall know it : 
And thank thy honeft fervice — After all. 

Might fhe not have fome caufe for tears, which I 
Claim no concern in --but the grief it gives her ? 

What an unlikely fear from a poor flave ! 

Who goes, to-morrow, and, no doubt, who Wifhes, 

Nay, who refolves, to fee thefe clim'eS ho molt ! ^ 

iw' Or^ 



Z A R A. ^ 

Ora/. Why did you, Sir, againft our country’s cuftom. 
Indulge him, with a fecond leave to come ? 
fie faid, he ihould return, once more, to lee her. 

O/m. Return ! — the traitor ! he return ! — Dares he 
Prefume, to prefs a fecond interview ? 

Wou’d he be fecn again ? He lhall be feen ; 

But, dead ; I'll punifh the audacious Have, 

To teach the faithlefs fair, to feel my anger : 

Be ftill, my traafports ; violence is blind : 

1 know, my heart, at once, is fierce, and weak ; 

I feel, that I defcend, below my felf ; 

Zara can never, juftly, be fufpe&ed ; 

Her fweetncjkwas not form’d to cover treafon : 

Yet, OfmanrnM^ioc ftoop to woman’s follies. 

Their tears, cfimphu^ts, regrets, and reconcilements. 
With all their light, capricious, roll of changes. 

Are arts, too vulgar, to be try’d on me. 

It wou’d become me, better, to refume 

The empire of my will : Rather than fall 

Beneath my felf, I muft, how dear fbe’er 

It cofts me, rife till 1 look down, on Zara ! 

Away — but mark me — thefe feraglio doors, 

Againft all Chriftians, be they, henceforth, fhut, 

Clofe, as the dark retreats of filent death. 

What have I done, juft Heav’n ! thy ragd to rnbve. 

That thou Ihou’dft fink me down, fo low, to love ? 


9 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Zara, Selima. 

§el. A H ! Madam, how, at once, I grieve your fate, 
Jf\ And, how admire your virtue! --Heaven permits. 
And Heaven will give you ftrength, to bear misfortune ; 
To break thefe chains, fo ftrong, and yet, fo dear. 

Zara. Oh ! that I cou’d fupport the fatal ftrtiggle! 

Sel. 
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I M. Th* Eternal aids your wesknefs, fees your will i 
Diredb your purpofe, and rewards your forrows. 

Zara. Never had wretch more cauie, to hope, he does./ 
Sel. What! tho’ you, here, no more, behold your father* 
There is a Father to be found above. 

Who can reftore that father to his daughter. 

Zara. ■ But, I have planted pain, in Ofman’s boiom j 

He loVes me, ev’n to death ! and I reward him. 

With anguilh and defpair : How bafii! how cruel 1 

But I deferv’d him not, I fhou’d have been 
Too happy, and the hand of Heaven repel I’d me. 

Sel. What! will you, then, regret the glorious lofs. 
And hazard, thus, a vift’ry, bravely won ? 

Zara. Inhuman viftory ! thou dgS.'ilot know, 

This love, fo pow’rful, this foie joy^uf life. 

This firft, beft hope of eirthly happinefs. 

Is, yet, lefs pow’rful, in my heart, than Heaven j 
To him, who made that heart, I offer itj 
There, there, I facrifice my bleeding paffion : 

I pour, before him, ev’ry guilty tear, 

I beg him, to efface the fond impreffion. 

And fill, with his own image, all my foul ; 

But, while I weep, and figh, repent, and pray, 
RemembraTnce brings the objeft of my love. 

And ev’ry light jllufion floats before him. 

I fee, I hear him, and again, he charms ! 

Fills my glad foul, and fhines, ’twixt me, and Heav’n 1 
ph! all ye royal anceftors ! Oh, father! 

Mother ! you Chriftians, and the Chriftians’ God ! 

You, who deprive me of this gen’rous lover! 

If you permit me not to live for him. 

Let me not live, at all, and 1 am blefs’d : 

Let me die, innocent *, let his dear hand 
Clofe the'fad eyes of her, he ftoop’d to love. 

And I acquit my fate, and afk no more. 

But he forgives me not — regardlefs, now. 

Whether, or how, I five, or, when I die, 

^e quits me, fcorns me— —and I, yet live o;n. 



** Z A R AT* 6l 

And talk of death, as diftapl.— — — 

Set. Ah! deipair not, 

Trull: your eternal helper, and be happy. 

* Zara. Why What has Ofman done, that he, too, 

Ihou’d not ? 

Has Heaven, fo nobly, form’d his heart, to hate it ? 
Gen’rous, and juft, beneficent, and brave, 

Were he but Chriftian what can man be more ? 

I wilh, methinks, this reverend prieft were come ; 

To free me frofli thefe doubts, which lhake my foul : 
Yet, know not, why I Ihou’d not dare to hope. 

That Heaven, whofe mercy all confefs, and fee 1, 

Will pardon, and approve, th’ alliance wifh’d : 

Perhaps, it« feats m e on the throne of Syria, 

To tax my powT^or thefe good Chriftians’ comfort. 
Thou know’ll:* the\»ighty Salad ine, who, firft. 
Conquer’d this empije, from my father’s race. 

Who, like my Ofman, charm’d th’ admiring world. 
Drew birth, tho’ Syrian, f‘-om a Chriftian mother. 

Set. What mean you, Madam! Ah! you do not fee! — • 

Zara. Yes, yes 1 fee it ail ; I am not blind : 

I fee, my country, and my race, condemn me ; 

I fee, that, lpite of all, I ftill love Ofman. 

What! if I, now, go throw me at his feet, , 

And tell him, there, fincerely, what I am £ 

Set. Confider — That might coft your brother’s life, 
Expofe the Chriftians, and betray you all. 

Zara. You do not know the noble heart of Ofman, 

Set. I know him the prote&or of a faith. 

Sworn enemy to ours. — The more he loves, 

The lefs will he permit you, to profefs 
Opinions, which he hates. To-night, the prieft. 

In private, introduc’d, attends you, here 
You promis’d him admilfion — - 
Zara. Wou’d I had not ! 

I promis’d, too, to keep this fatal fecret j 
My. father’s urg’d command requir’d it, twice ; 

I muft obey, all dangerous, as it is : 

Compel!’# 
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Compell’d to lilence, Ofman is enrag’d,' 

Sufpicion follows, and I lofe his love* 

Enter Oftnan. 

Ofm. Madam {there was a time, when my charm’d heart 
M ide it a virtue, to be loft, in love j 
When, without bluihing, I indulg’d my Dame ; 

And ev*ry day, ftill, made you dearer to me. 

You taught me. Madam, to believe, my love 

Rewarded, and return’d nor was that hope, 

Methinks, too bold for reafon : Emperors, 

Who chufe to figh, devoted, at the feet 
Of beauties, whom the world conceive jh/?ir Haves; 

Have fortune’s claim, at leaft, to fugflfiuccefs : 

But, ’twere profane to think of powjr, in love. 

Dear, as my paffion makes you, I decline 
Poffeflion of her charms, whofe heart’s another’s } 

You will not find me a weak, jealous, lover, 

By coarfe reproaches giving pain to you. 

And fhaming my own greatnels wounded deeply/ 

Yet fhunmng, and difdaining, low complaint, 

I come — to tell you 

Zara. Give my trembling heart 
A momept’s relpite — 

Ofm. That unwilling coldnefs. 

Is the juft prize of your capricious iightnefs ; 

Your ready arts may Ipare the fruitlefs pains, 

Of colouring deceit with fair pretences ; 

I wou’d not wilh to hear your flight dxcufes }’ 

I cherilh ignorance, to fave my blulhes. 

Ofman, in ev’ry trial, lhall remember. 

That he is Emperor Whate’er I fuller; 

*Tis due to honour, that I give up you. 

And, to my injur’d bolom, take defpair; 

Rather than, fhamefully poflefs you, fighing; 

Convinc’d, thofe figha were, never, meant tor me.— 
Go, Madam — you are free— From Ofman’s pow’r 

Expert 
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Expeft no wrongs, butfeebis face no more. 

Zara. At laft, ’tiLs come — the fear’d, the murdfring 
moment 

Is come — and I am curs'd by earth and heaven ! 

['Throws herfdf on the ground. 
If it is true, that I am lov’d no more ; — — 

If you 

Ofm. It is too true, my fame requires it j 
It is too true, that I, unwilling, leave you : 

That I, at oncd 1 , renounce you, and adore. — 

Zara !— you weep ! — 

Zara. If I am doom’d to lofe you. 

If I muft wander o’er an empty world. 

Unloving, asd^mlov’d Oh 1 yet, do juflice 
To the afflidtejl-^^^lo not wrong me doubly : 

Punifh me, if 'tisn^dful to your peace, 

But fay not, I delervld it This, at leaft. 

Believe for, not the greatnefs of \ our foul 

Is truth, more pure, and 1 cied— — — no regret 
Can touch my bleeding heart, for haying loft 
The rank, of her, you raile to fhare your throne } 

I know, I never ought to have been there ; 

My fate, and my defeats require, I lofe you : 

But ah 1 my heart was, never, known to Ofman. 

May Heaven, that pumfhes, for ever hate me. 

If I regret the lols of aught, but you. * 

Ofm. Rite— rife — this means not love. [Ratfes her. 
Zara. Strike— ftnke me. Heaven • 

Ofm. What ! is it love, to force yourfelf to wound 
The heart you wifh'to gjadden ? — But I find, 

Lovers, kaft know themfelves , for, I believ'd. 

That I had taken back the power I gave you ; 

Yet, fee > — you did but weep, and have refum’d me! 
Proud, as I am — I muft confefs, one wtlh 
Evades my power— the bleffing to forget you. 

Zara — thy tears are form’d to teach difdain. 

That loftnefs can difarm it. *T‘.s decreed, 

I muft, for ever, love but, from what caufe. 


i?*. 


i i 
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If thy confcnting heart partakes my fireS, ‘ 

Art thou relu&ant to a blefling, meant me ; 

Speak, is it levity or, is it fear ? 

Fear of a power, that, but for blefiing thee. 

Had, withoutjoy, been painful. Is it artifice ? 

Oh ! fpare the needlefs pains Art was not made 

For Zara ; Art, however innocent. 

Looks like deceiving : 1 abhofr’d it, ever. 

Zara. Alas ! I have no art, not ev’n enough,' 

To hide this love, and this diftrefs, you give me. 

Ofm. New riddles ! fpeak, with plainnefs, to my foul % 
What can’ll thou mean ? 

Zara. I have no power to fpeak it. 

Ofm. Is it fome lecret, dangerous to mjjJferte ? 

Is it fome Chriftian plot, grown ripe, me? 

Zara. Lives there a wretch, fo vilt as to betray you I 
Ofman is blefs’d, beyond the reach <r fear •, 

Fears, and misfortunes, thieaten only Zara. 

Ofm. Why threaten Zara ? 

Zara. Permit me,, at your feet. 

Thus, trembling, to befeech a favour from you. > 

Ofm. A favour ! — Oh ! you guide the will of Ofman. 
Zara. Ah' wou’d to Heaven, our duties were united. 
Firm, as our thoughts and wilhes ! — —But this day, 

But this ope lad, unhappy day, permit me. 

Alone, and far divided, from your eye, 

To cover my diftrefs, left you, too tender, 

Shou’d fee, and lhare it with me from to-morrow/ 

I will not have a thought, conceal’d from you. 4 

Ofm. Whatftrangedifquieti froipwhat ftranger caufe ? 
Zara. If 1 am really blefs’d with Ofman’s love. 

He will not, then, rerule this humble prayer. 

Ofm. If it mull be, it mull. — Be pleas’d — my will 
Takes purpofe, from your wilhes ; — and, confent 
Depends not on my choice, but your decree : 

Go but remember, how he loves, who thus, 

Finds a delight in pain/ becaufe you give it. 

Zara. It gives me more than pain, to make y6U feel it. 

op. 
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Ofm. And—— can you^Zira, leave rntfl* 

Zara, Alas I my Lord ! [Exit Zara. 

Ofm. [Akne.] Itlhou'd be, yet, methinks, tod Toon to 
fly me! 

Too loon, as yet, to wrong my eafy faith ; 

The more I think, the left l cdn conceive, 

What hidden caule fhou’d raife fuch flrange defpair f 
Now, when her hopes have wings, and ev’ry wifh 

Is courted to be lively ! When I love. 

And joy, and empire, prefs her to their bofom j 
When, not alone belov’d, but, ev’n, a lover: 
Prafel&ng, and accepting ; blefs’d, and blefling : 

To fee her eyes, thro’ tears, fhine myftic love ! 

*Tis madnefs 1 and I were unworthy power. 

To fuffer longer, \»Se capricious infult ! 

Yet, was I blamefef^? No*— « I was too tafh ; 

I have felt jealoufy, j&nd fpoke it to her ; 

I have diftrufted her — and, ftill, fhe loves: 

Gen’rous atonement, that ! and ’tis my duty 
To expiate, by a length of foft indulgence, 

The tranfports of a rage, which, ftill, was love. 
Henceforth, I, never, will fufpett her falfe *, 

Nature’s plain power of charming dwells about her. 

And innocence gives force to ev’ry word : * 

I owe full confidence to all, fhe looks, - • 

For, in her eye, fhines truth, and ev’ry Seam 
Shoots confirmation round her : — I remark’d, 

Ev’n, while fhe wept, her foul, a thoufand times. 

Sprung to her lips, and long’d to leap to mine, 
Withhoneft, ardent, ujt’rance of her love. — 

Who can poflefs a heart, folow, fobafe, 

To look fuch tendernefs, and, yet, have none ? 


Enter Melidor, with Orafmin. 

Mel. This letter, great difpofer of the world ! 

Addrcfs'd to Zara, and, m r private brought. 

Your faithful guards, this moment intercepted, I 

Yoi.IL F And, 
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And, humbly, offer to your fovereian eye. 

Qfttf. Come nearer *, give it me—- To Zara I— RUM 
Bring it, with fpeed — fhame on your flatt’ring diftance — 
Advancing, and fnatcbing the litter. 
Be honeft — and approach me, like a fubjeft. 

Who lerves the Prince, yet, not forgets the man. 

Mel. One of theChriftianflavea,whom, late, your bounty 
Releas’d from bondage, fought, with heedful guile, 
Unnotic’d, to deliver it, — difcover’d 
He waits, in chains, his doom, from ycrur decree. 

Ofm. Leave me— —I tremble, as if ibmething fatal. 

Were meant me, froip this letter ihou’d I read it. 

Ora/. Who knows, but it contains feme happy truth. 
That may remove all doubts, and calm your heart ? 

Ofm. Be it, as ’twill — it Jhall be nptRl my hands 

Have apprehenfion, that,outreachejnT)ine *! 

Why Ihou’d they tremble, thus ? — ’Jps done — and now, 
[Opens tbe letter. 

Fate, be thy call obey’d Orafmin, mark— — 

“ There is a fecret paflage, toward the mofque, 

“ That way, you might efcape ; and, unperceiv’d, 

44 Fly your obfervers, and fulfil our hope ; 

44 Defp*fe the danger, and depend on me, 

44 Who i\ait you, but, to die, if you deceive. 

A*. 

Hell' tortures 1 death ' and woman 1 — What ? Orafmin? 
Are we awake ? Heard’ft thou ? Can this be Zara ? - 
Oraf Wou’d 1 had loft ajl fenfe — for, what I heard, 
Has cover’d my affhfted heart wjth horror ! 

Ofm. Thou fee’ft, how I am treated ? 

Oraf. Monftroustreafon ! 

To an affrqnt, like this, you cannot — muft not— 
Remain infen fible— You, who, but now, 

From the moft flight fufpicion, felt filch pain, 

Muft, in the horror of fo black a guilt, 

Find ah effectual cuie, and banilh love. 

** ‘ * Ofm. 
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Ofm. Seek bcty tluj rofi^&-~Go^Orafniift* fly— 
Stow tor this kuef—bid her read, and tremble : 

Then, in -die rifing horrors of her guile, 

Stab her unfaithful bread — —and let her die. — 
Say, while thou ftrik’ft — Stay, ftay— return, and pity flies 
I will think, firft, a moment — i ... Let that Lhriftian 
Be, ftrait, confronted with her— Stay — I will, 

I will" — I know not what — Wou’d, I were dead ! 
Wou’d, I had dy*d, unconfcious of this lhame ! 

Oraf. Never did Prince receive lb bold a wrong. 

Ofm. See ! here, detected, this infernal fecret ! 

This fountain of her tears, which my weak heart 
Miftook for marks of tendernefs and pain ! 

Why ! what a reach has woman to deceive ! 

Under how fine u.yeil, of grief, and fear. 

Did fhe propofe retirement, ’fill to-morrow I 
And J, blind dotard ! gave the fool’s confenf, ' 

Sooth’d her, and luffer’d her to go ! — She parted# 
Diffolv’d in tears j and parted, to betray me ! 

Oraf Reflection ferves ’>ut to confirm her guilt : 

At length refume yourfelf •, awaken thought j 
Affert your greatnefs ; and refolve like Ofman. 

Ofm. Nereftan, too ! — - - Was this the boafted honour 
Of that proud Chriftian ? whom Jerulalem # 

Grew loud, in pr ailing ! whofe half-envy’d virtue 
I wonder’d at myfelf ! and felt difdain,*** 

♦To be but, equal to a Chriftian’s greatnefs ! 

And does he thank me thus ? — flafe infidel ! 

Honeft, pretending, pious, praying, villain ! 

Yet, Zara is, a thouland times, more bale, 

More hypocrite, than Tie! a flave I a wretch ! 

So low, fo loft, that, ev’n the vileft labours, 

In which he lay condemn’d, cou’d never fink him 

Beneath his native infamy ! Did fhe not know. 

What I have done, what fuffer’d for her lake? 

Oraf Cou’d you, my gracious Lord ! forgivemyzeal ! 

You wou’d . 

' Ofm. I know it Thou art right— I’1I fte her 

fa I’ll 
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I’ll tax her, in thy prefence j— — I’ll upbraid her— 

I’ll let her leant — -• Go find, and wing her, to mft.s 

Oraf. Alas! my Lord, diforder’d as you are, 

What can you wim to lay ? 

Ofm. I know not, now : 

But I refolve to fee her — left Ihe think. 

Her fallhood has, perhaps, the pbwer to grieve me. 

Oraf. Believe me. Sir, yourthreatnings, your complaints. 
What will they all produce, but Zara’s tears. 

To quench this tancy’d anger 1 Your loft heart. 

Seduc’d, againft itfelf, will fearch but reafons, 

To juftify the guilt, which gives it pain : 

Rather conceal, from Zara, this difeovery •, 

And let ibmetrufty Have convey the letter. 

Reclos’d, to her own hand then, lhall you learn. 

Spite of her frauds, difguife, and artifice, 

The firmnefs, or abafement, of her llul. 

Ofm. Thycounfel charms me! We’ll about it, now: 
’Twill be fome recompence, at leaft, to fee 

Herblufhes, when detefted 

Oraf. Oh 1 my Lord, 

I doubt you in the trial for, your heart— 

Ofm. Diftruft me not — my love, indeed, is weak. 
But, honour, and difdain, more ftrong than Zara : 
Here, take this fatal letter — chufe a (lave. 

Whom, yet, never faw, and who retains 

His try’d fidelity — difpatch--begone- [i&w/Orafmin. 

Now, whither iliall 1 turn my eyes, and fteps, 

The fureft way, to (hun her ; and give time 
For this difeovering trial ? — Heav’n ! Ihe’s here ! 

Enter Zara. 

So, Madam ! fortune will befriend my cauft, 

And free me from yourfetters : You are met, 

Moft aptly, to difpel a new-ris’n doubt. 

That claims the fineft of your arts to glofsit. 

Unhappy, each, by other, it is time, * 
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To, oid our.mutualpain, that both may reft : 

You want not generality, but love : 

My pride forgotten, my obtruded throne, 

My favours, cares, refpelt, and tenderneft. 

Touching your gratitude, provok'd regard s 
Til), by a length of benefits, bcfieg’d, 

Your heart fubmitted, and you thought, 'twas loves 
But, you deceiv'd yourfelf, and injur’d me. 

There is, 1’m.told, anobjed, more deferving 
Your love, tbanOfman — I wou’dknow his name : 

Be juft, nor trifle with my anger : tell me. 

Now, while expiring pity ftruggles, faint ; 

While I have yet, perhaps, the pow’r to pardon ; 

Give up the bold invader of my claim. 

And let him die, to favethee. — Thou art known ; 
Think, and refolvo— While f yet Ipeak, renounce him s 
While yet the thunder rolls, fufpended, ftop it ; 

Let thy voice charm me, and recall my foul. 

That turns, averfe, and dw Us no more on Zara. 

Zara. Can it be Ofman, fpeaks ?*and fpeaks to Zara ? 
Learn, cruel ! learn, that this affii&ed heart. 

This heart, which Heaven delights to prove, by tortures. 
Did it not love, has pride, and pow’r to fhun you : 

Alas ! you will not know me ! What have I* 

To fear, but that unhappy love, you queffion ? 

That love, which, only cou’d outweigh the lhame, 

I feel, while I defcend, to weep my wrongs. 

I know not, whether Heaven, that frowns upon me, 

Has deftm’d my uphappy days for yours j 
But, be my fate, or btefs’d, or curs’d, I fwear. 

By honour, dearer ev'n than life, or love, 

Cou’d Zara be but miftrefs of herfelf, 

She wou’d« with, cold regard, look down on Kings, 
And, you alone excepted, fly ’em all : 

Wou’d you learn more, and open all my heart ? 

Know then, that, fpue of this renew’d injuftice, 

I do not cannot wilh to love you lefs : 

Tto, long before you look’d fo low as Zara, 
t F 3 Sfie 
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She gave her heart to Oftnah — Your*, before -V ' 
Your benefits had bought her, or your eye 
Had thrown diftindtion round her ; never had. 

Nor ever will acknowledge, other lover. — 

And, to this lacred truth, attefting Heaven ! 

I call thy dreadful notice ! If my heart 
Defcrve* reproach, *tis for, but not from Oftban. 

Ofm. What! does (be, yet, prefume to fwear fincerity ! 
Oh ! bole. net of unblushing perjury ! . 

Had I not feen, had I not read, fuch proof, 

Of her light rallhood, as extinguifh’d doubt, 

I cou’d not be a man, and not believe her. 

Zara. Alas! my Lord.what cruel fears havefeiz’d ydu? 
What harfh, myfterious words were thole, I heard ? 
Ofm. What fears (hou’dOfman feel,finceZ4ra loves him! 
Zara. I cannot live, ancl anfwer ta, your voice, 

In that reproachful tone ! — Your angry eye 
Trembles with fury, while you talk of love! 

Ofm. Since Zara loves him ! 

Zara. Is it poffible, 

Ofman lhou’d disbelieve it ? — Again, again 
Your late repented violence returns ; 

Alas ! what killing frowns you dart againft me ! 

Can it be kind ? Can i: be juft - , to doubt me ? 

Ofm. No — 1 dan doubt no longer— You may retire. 

[Exit Zara. 


Re-enter Orafmin. 

• 

Orafmin ! (he’s perfidious, ev’n fcfeyond 
Herfex's undifeover’d power of feeming ; 

She’s at the topmoft point of lhamelefs artifice : 

An Emprefs at deceiving ! — foft, and eafy, 

Deftroying iike a plague, in calm tranquillity ; 

She’s innocent, (he fwears — So is the fire ; 

Jt Jbinti' % in harmlefs diftance, bright, and pleafing, 
Confirming nothing, till it firft embraces.— 

Say* ? haft thou chos’n a (lave ? — -Is he inftrudled ? 

Hafte* 

z 
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Hafte, to dated hervileneis, and my wrongs. . 

Oraf. Pundual, lhave obey’d your whole command j 
But, have you arm'd, my Lprd, your injur'd heart, 
With coklnefs, and indiff 'rence ? Can you hear,' 

AH, painlefs, and unmov’d, the falfeon.’s ihame ? 

Ofm. Orafmin ! I adore her, mpre than ever ! 

Oraf. My Lord! my Emperor! forbid it. Heaven ! 
O/m. I have dilcern’d a gleam ofdiftant hope?' 

This hateful CJtriftian, the light growth of France, 
Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, rath. 

Has mifconceiv?d fome charitable glance, 

And judg’d it love in Zara -He alone. 

Then, has offended me. — Is it her fault. 

If thole, fhe charms, aie indifcreet and oaring ? 

Zara, perhaps, expefted not this letter ; 

And I, with ralhnefs, groundlefs, as its wrirer’s. 

Took fire, at my T^vn fancy, and have wrong’d her. 
Now, hear me, with attention— Soon as night 
Has thrown her welcome Ih-dows o’er the palace ; 1 
When this Nerdtan, this ungrateful Chriftian, 

Shall lurk, in expectation, near our walls. 

Be watphful, that our guards furprize, and ieize him ? 
Then, bound in fetters, and o’erwhelm’d with Ihame, 
Conduft the faring traitor, to my prefence ; * 

But, above all, be fure, you hurt not : 

Mindful, to what fupreme excefs, I love. 

I feel, I muff confefs, a kind of Ihame, 

And blulh, at my own tenderneis j— but, faith. 
Howe’er itfeems deceiv’d, •" were weak, as I am, 

Cou’d it admit dirfrufl* to blot its face, 

And give appearance way, till proof takes place. 


F* 
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ACT V. SCENE I, 

Zara, Selima. 

Zara . QiOOTH me, no longer, with this vain defire t 
1^ To a reclufe, like me y who d ares, ^ henceforth. 
Prefume admiilion ! — The feraglio’s Jhut — 

Barr’d, and unpaffable — as death to time ! 

My brother ne’er muft hope to fee me, more : 

How now ! what unknown Have accofte us here ! 

Enter Melidor. 

Mel. This letter, trufted to my hands, receive, 

In fecret witnefs, I am, wholly, yours, 

[Zara reads the letter. 

Sel. f Aftde!\ Thou, everlafting Ruler of the world ! 
Shed thy wilh’d mercy on our hopelcfs tears ; 

Redeem us from the hands of hated infidels. 

And fave my Princefs from the breaft of Ofrnan. 

Zara. I wilh, my friend, the comfort of your counfel. 
Sel. Retire-— you (hall be call’d — wait near— Go, leave 
us. [ Exit Melidor. 

Zara. Read this — and tell me, what I ought to anlwer ? 
For I wou’d gladly hear my brother’s voice. 

Sel. Say rather, you wou’d hear the vpice ofHeav’n, 
’Tis not your brother calls you, bfat your Gcd 
Zara. I know it, nor refill; his aweful will ; 

Thou know’ll;, that I have bound my foul by oath ; 

But, can I -2 ought I — to engage my felf. 

My brother, and the Chriftians in this danger ? 

Sel. ’ Pis not their danger, that alarms your fear j 
Your love fpeaks loudeft, to your Ihrinking foul i * 

I know your heart, of llrength, to hazard all,’ 

Bflt, 
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But, it fiap Jet in .traitprj,, . wbA.furrender, 

Cn poor pretence of fefcty Learn, atleaft. 

To underftand the weaknefs, that deceives you : 

You tremble, to ofiend your haughty lover. 

Whom wrongs, and outrage, but endear the more i 

Yes you are blind to Ofman’s cruel nature. 

That Tartar's fiercenefs, that obfcures his bounties : 
This tyger, lavage, in his tendernels. 

Courts, with contempt, and threatens, amidft foftnels ; 
Yet, cannot your negleded heart efface 
His fated, fix'd, imprefiion! 

Zara. What reproach 

Cap I, with juftice, make him ? — -I, indeed,- 

Have given him caufe to hate me ! 

Was not his throne, was not his temple, ready ? 

Did not he court his Have, to be a Queen ? 

And have not 1 declin’d it ? — I, who ought 
To tremble, confcious of affronted power * 

Have not I triumph’d o'er hi* pride, and love ? 

Seen him lubmic his own high will, tp mine i 
Andfacrifice his withes to my weaknefs ? 

Sel. Talk we, no more, of this unhappy pafiion ; 
What refolution will your virtue take ? 

Zara. All things combine, to fink me to ddpair ; 
From the leraglio, death alone will free ryef 
I long to fee the Chriftians’ happy climes ; 

Yet, in the moment, while I form that prayer, 

I figh a fecret wiih, to languifft here : 

How lad a ftate is mine 1 my reftlels foul 
All ign’rant, what to do, or what to wilh ? 

My only perfect fenfe is, that of pain. 

O, guardian Heaven 1 proteft my brother’s life ; 

For I will meet him, and fulfil his prayer. 

Then, when, from Solyma’s unfriendly walls, 

His abfence lhall unbind his filter's tongue, 

Ofman lhall learn the fecret of my birth. 

My faith unfhaken, and my deathlefs love t 
He wifi approve my choice, and pity me. 
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I’ll fend my brother wordy he may expeft into ; 

Call in the faithful flave- —God of my fathers ! 

[Exit Selima. 

Let thy hand fave me, and thy will direft. 

Enter Selima, and Melidor. 

Go — tell the Chriftian, who intrbfted thee, 

That Zara’s heart is fix'd, nor fhrinks at ganger; 

And, that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 

Exped, and introduce him, to his wi(h. 

Away — the Sultan comes j he muft not find us. 

| Exeunt Zara and Selima. ’ 

Enter Ofman, and Orafrnin. • 

i 

O/m. Swifter, ye hours, move on ;>-.ny fury glows 
Impatient, and wou'd pulh the wheels of time : — 

How now! What tnefiage doft thou bring? Speak boldly. 
What anfwer gave ike, to the letter fent her ? 

Mel. Sheblu(h’d,and trembled, and grewpale,andpaus’d; 
Thenblulh'd, and read it j and, again, grew pale ; 

And wept, and foul'd, and doubted, and refolv'd : 

For, after hll this race of vary’d paffions. 

When Ihe had fept me out, and call'd me back, 

Tell him (Ibt cry’d) who has intrufted thee. 

That Zara’s heart is fix’d, nor fhrinks at danger ; 

And, that my faithful friend will, at the hour, 

Exped, and introduce him, to his wifh. 

O/m. Enough— be gone — 1 have no ear for more.— 

[To the flave. 

Leave me^ thou too, Orafrnin. — Leave me, life, 

\To Orafrnin, 

For, ev’ry mortal afped moves my hate : 

Leave me, to my diftradion — I grow mad. 

And Cannot bear the vifage of a friend. 

Leave me, to rage, dfefpair, and fhame, and Wrongs j 
Leave me, to feek myfclf— and fhun mankind. •,'* 



[Alone.] Who <*»R--Heaiv’fl4 Whoaml PWhattefolve I ? 
Zara ! Nereftan ! Sound thofe words, idea names 
Decreed to join ! — Why paufe I ?— Perifti Zata— 
Wou’d, I cou’d tear her image from my heart : — ♦-*» 
’Twere happier, not to live at all, than live 
Her fcorn, t ie fport of an ungrateful folk one ! 

And fink the Sovereign, in a woman’s property. 

• Re-enter Orafmin. 

Orafmin ! — friend ! return— I cannot bear 
.This abfence, from thy reafon : ’twas unkihd, 

’Twas cruel, to obey me, thus diftrefs’d. 

And wanting pow’r to think, when I had loft thee. 

How goes the hour ? Hfs he appear’d ? This rival ! 
Perilh the ihameful found — This villain Chriftian ! 

Has he appear’d bdtow ? 

Oraf. Silent, and dark, 

Th’ unbreathing world is hufn’d, as irtt heard. 

And liften’d to, your forrows. * 

Ofm. O, treach’rous night ! 

Thou lend’ft thy ready veil, to cv’ry treafon, 

And teeming mifehiefs thrive, beneath thy (hade. 
Orafmin ! Prophet ! reafon ! truth 1 and love* ! 

After fuch length of benefits to wrong noe>! * 

How have I over rated, how miftaken. 

The merit of her beauty ! — Did I not 
Forget, I was a Monarch ? Did I remember, 

That Zara was a flaye ? — I gave up all ; 

Gave up tranquillity, dfftindtion, pride, 

And fell, the fhameful viftim of my love ! 

Oraf. Sir ! Sovereign ! Sultan ! my Imperial Mafttr! 
Refl&ft on your own greatnefs, and difdain 

The diftant provocation 

Ofm. Heard’ft thou nothing ? 

Oraf. My Lord ? 

Ofm. A noife, like dying groans ? 

I liften, but can hear nothing. 

Ofm. 



O/m. Again ! — lookout— becomes.— 

Ora/. Nor tread of mortal foot — nor voice, X hear i 
The fhll feraglio lies, profoundly plung'd, 1 „ 4 , V 
In deathlike filence ! nothing ftirs, — Thejiir 
Is foft, as infants’ deep, no breathing wind 
Steals thro’ the ihadows, to awaken night. 

O/m. Horrors, a thoufand times more dark, than thefe. 
Benight my fufPring foul— Thou doft not know. 

To whatexcefs of tendernefs, I lov'd hen. 

I knew no happinefs, but what (he gave me. 

Nor cou'd have felt a mis’ry, but tor her ! 

Pity this weaknefs- Mine are tears, Orafmin ! 

That fall not oft, nor lightly. — 

Ora/. Tears!— Oh, Heaven! 

O/m. The firft, which, ever, yet, unmann’d my eyes ! 
O! pity Zara— pity me-d- Orafmin, 

Thefe but forerun the tears of deftinVr blood. 

Ora/ Oh, my unhappy Lord ! — I tremble for you — 
O/m. Do*— tremble at my fuff’rings, at my love ; 

At my revenge, too, tremble — for, ’tis due. 

And will not be delu led. 

Ora/. Hark * I hear 

The fteps of men, along the neighb’ring wall ' 

O/m. Ffy — feize him — ’tis Nereftan ? wait no chains. 
But, drag hitn -down, to my impatient eye. | Exit. Oraf. 

Enter Zara, and Selima, in the dark. 

Zara. Where art thou, Selima ? Qive me thy hands 
It is fo dark, I tremble, as I Heps 
With fears, and ftartings, never felt, ’till now * ♦ 

O/m. Damnation! ’tis her voice' the well-known (out^d. 
That has, fo often, charm’d me into bafenels 1 
Oh! the perfidious hypocrite ! — — fhegoes. 

To meet th* inviting Infidel ! now, now, 

[Drawing a fag&r. 

Revenge, ftand firm, and intercept his wilhes : v K f 

Revenge ! on whom ?— no matter— earth and " 

1 Wou’d 
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Wou’d blulh, imbu’d I forbear : — Now— Zara, now ; 
t » * [Dreps /& dagger. 

I mt&^flot cannot (trike, the ftarting fteel, 

UnwOling, flies my hand, and lhuns to wound her. 

Zara. This is the private path — come nearer,lead me— 
Are we not notic’d, think’ft thou ? 

Set. Fear not. Madam ; 

It cannot, now, be long, ere we (hall meet him. 

O/m. That word has giv*n me back my ebbing rage. 

• [Recovers the dagger. 

Zara. I walk in terror, and my heart forbodes : 
Who’s there ? — Nereftan ! Is it you ! — Oh! welcome— 

O/m. [Stabbing her.'] This to thy heart ’Tis not the* 

traitor meets thee, 

*Tis the betray’d who writes it in thy blood. 

Zara O, gracious Heaven ! receive my parting foul. 

*<*> [Dies. 

O/m. Soul ?-then revenge has reach’d thee— I will, now, 

Hafte, from this fatal place : 1 capnot leave her ! 

Whom did I ftnke ? Was this the aft jf love ? 

Swallow me, earth * She’s filent Zara’s dead ! 

And lhould I live, to fee returning day, 

’Twill fliew me but her blood ! (hew me, leftjoylefs. 

In a wide, empty, world, with nothing round me, 

But penitence, and pain— and, yet, *t was juft: — 

Hark 1 Deftiny has lent her lover to die, 

TofiU my vengeance, and reftore my joy. 

£a/rrOrafmin, Tfnth Nereftan. 

v • 

Approach, thou wretch! thou more than curs’d! come 
near 

Thou 1 who, in gratitude, for freedom gain’d. 

Haft given me mileries, beyond thy own ! 

Thou heart of heroe, with a traitor’s foul 1 

Go .reap thy due reward, prepare to fuffer, 

Whkte’er inventive malic? can inflift, 

To make thtc/eel thy death, andperilh, flow. 


Are 



Z A % 4* 

Are my commands obey'd ? 

Ora/. AU is prepar’d. 

O/m. Thy wanton eyes look sound, in fearch of her, 
Whofelove, defending to a flare like thee. 

From my diflionour’d hand, receiv'd her doom ? 

See ! where lhe lies — ~ 

Ner. O, fata], rafli, miftake ! 

Doflrchou behold her, (lave ? 

Ner. Unhappy After 1 

O/m. Sifter ! Did'ft thou fay. After? if thou did'ft, 

Blefs me with deafnefs. Heaven ! 

Ner. Tyrant! I did 

She was my After All, that, now, is left thee, 

Difpatch From my diftradted heart, drain, next, 

The remnant of the royal, Chriftian, blood : 

Old Lufignan, expiring, in my arms, , ' 

Sent his too wretched fon, with his lgft bleffing. 

To his, now, murder’d daughter !— — 

Wou’d, I had fe^n the bleeding innocent ! 

I wou’d have liv’d to lpeak to her, in death ; 

Wou'd have awake'n’d, in her languid heart, 

A livelier fenfe oi her abandon’d God : 

That God, who, left by her, forfook her, too. 

And gave the poor, loft, fufFrer, to thy rage. 

O/m. Thy After? — Lufignan, her father Selima! 

Can this be true • — and have 1 wrong’d thee, Zara ? 

Sel. Thy love was all the cloud, ’twixt her, and Heav’n ! 
O/m. Be dumb — for thou art bafe, to add diftraftion. 
To my, already, moie, than bleeding, heart: 

And was thy love Ancere ?- — What, then, remains ? 

Ner. Why lhou’d a tyrant hefitate, on murder ! 

There, now, remains, but mine, of all the blood. 

Which, thro* thy father’s cruel reign, and thine. 

Has, never, ceas’d to ftream, on Syria’s lands > 

Rcftore a wretch to his unhappy race j 
Nor hope, that torments, after fuch a feeno, 

Can forj* one feeble groan, to feaft thy anger. 

I wafte my fruitlefs words, in errpty air j , v‘ 

? The 



The tyrant; oVtfac bleeding wound, bn mad?. 

Hangs his un moving eye, and heeds notine. 

QJ». O, Zara! 

Ora/. Alas ! my Lord, return— whither wou’d grief 
Tranfport your gen’rous heart? — This Chriftian dog — 
OJm. Take off his fetters, and obferve my will : 

To him, and all his friends, give inftant liberty : 

Pour a profufion, of the rich eft gifts. 

On thefe unhappy Chriftians ; and, when heap’d. 

With vary’d benefits, and charg’d, with riches. 

Give ’em lafe condud, to the neareft port. 

Ora/. • But, Sir! 

O/m. Reply not, but obey. — 

Fly— nor difpute thy Matter’s laft command. 

Thy Prince, who orders — and thy friend, who loves thee! 
Go — lofe no fime — farewel — be gone — And thou ! 
Unhappy warrior! — yet, lefs loft, than I ! 

Hafte, from our Woody land— and, to thy own. 
Convey this poor, pale, obi“d of mv^rage j 
Thy King, and all his Chriftians, when they hear 
Thy miferies, fhall mourn ’em, witn their tears ; 

But, if thou tell’ft ’em mine, and tell’ft ’em, truly. 
They, who fhall hate my crime, fhall pity me. 

Take, too, this poinard, with thee, which my hand 
Has ftain’d with blood, far dearer, than my own } 

Tell ’em — with this, I murder’d, her, *f lov’d ; 

The nobltft, and moft virtuous, among women 1 
The foul of innocence, and pride of truth ! 

Tell ’em, 1 laid my empire.at her feet : 

Tell ’em, I plung’d mj dagger in her blood ; 

Tell ’em, I fo ador’d— and, thus reveng’d her. 

[Stabs him/el/. 

Rev’rence this he roe — and, condud him, fafe. [Dies* 

Ner. Diredme, great Infpirer of the foul ! 

How 1 fhou’d ad, how judge in this diftrefs ? 

Amazing grandeur I and detefted rage ! 

Ev’n I, amidft my tears, admire fchis foe. 

And mourn his death, who liv’d, to give me woe. 

A COMIC 





A Comic Chorus, 

O R, 

INTERLUDES: 


To be fung between the A6ts of ZARA. 

r 
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tfegfcwforfa tfoifecAarfaefe gfef^^ 

PROLOGUE. 

By Mr. Beard, and Mrs. Clive, from oppofite 
Entrances. 

c 

She. CO Sir— you're a man of your word. 

He. ^ "Who wou'd break it , when fummon'd by you ?-• 
She. Very fine that— but pray have you beard. 

What it is you are fummon'd to do ? 

He. Not a word— but expeSied toffee 

Something new, in the mufical way. 

She. Why, this Author has caft you, and me. 

As a Prologue, it feems , to his play. 

He. What then is its tuneful name, 

Robin Hood, of the Greenwood tree ? 

Or, -Johat good old ballad of fame 

Has be built into T, ra—ge- dy ? > 

She. 
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She. Tbo' he raits dfalffi fongs, be thought fit, 

Moft gravely to urge, and implore us. 

In aid of bis tragical wit, 

To etHjS Otirfehesikto a chorus ! _ [Laughing. 

He. A chorus ! what's that — a compojing 

Of groans, to the rants of his madnefs ? 

She. I/o — he hinders the boxes from dozing. 

By mixing fome fpirit with fadnefs . 

He. So, then- •* 'tis our tajk, Ifuppofe, 

To fing fober fenfe into relifli. 

Strike up, at each tragical clofe. 

And unheeded moral embellijh. 

She. 'Twos the cuftom, you know, once in Greece, 

And, if here, 'tis not witty, 'tis new 

He. Well then'wbeH find you an nQceafe, [ Turning to the boxes. 
Tremble ® |dies • 

She. And, Gentlemen, too — [To the Men. 

If I give not the beaux gO'<d advice [Merrily, 
Let me dwindle to recitative ! * 

He. Nor will I to the belles be more tnce. 

When I catch 'em, but here, to receive. 

She. If there's ought to be learnt from the play, 

I Jball fit in a nook, here, behind, . 

Popping out, in the good ancient way. 

Now and then , with a piece of my n&nd. 

He. But fuppofe, that no moral Jhou'd rife. 

Worth the ears of the brave, or the fair ! 

She. Why, we'll then give the, word-and advife — — 

Face about, . and ft add all, as ye were. 


VOL II. 
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After 
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After the Firft ACT. 

Song in duet . 

He /TN HE Sultan's a bridegroom— the Jlaves are fet free, 
X And none muft prefume to wear fetters , but he ! 
Before honey -moon. 

Love’s fiddle's in tune ; 

So we think, (filly fouls') ’tis always to be : 

For the man, that is blind — how fhou’d he foresee ! 

She. I hate thefe hot blades , who fo fieri fly begin 9 
To baulk a rais’d hope, is 'a cowardly fin b 
The maid that is wife, let her always procure. 

Rather a grave, than a fpirited woer : 

"What file lofes , akbreakfaft, at fupper file’ll win. 

But your amorous violence rniver endures: 

For, to dance, without doors, 

Is the way to be weary, before we get in. 

He. Pray how does it happen, that paflion, fo gay. 
Blooms, fades, and falls away. 

Like the rojs, i of this morn, that at night muft decay ? 
Woman, I fear. 

Does one thing appear, 

But is found quite another, when look’d on, too near. 

She. Ah-j-no — 

Not— fo. 

’Tis the fault of you men, who, with flames of defire. 

Set your palates on fire. 

And dream nQt, that eating — will appetite tire 9 
So, refolve in your heat. 

To do nothing, but eat. 

Till, alas! on a fudden, — you fleep o’er your me^J 

Therefore, learn, O ye fair l _ 

He. And, you lovers, take care"— — 

She, 
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She. That you truft nor, before-hand — 

He. That you truft not, at all. 

She. Man was born to deceive. 

He. Woman form’d, to believe. 

Both. Truft not one of us all ! 

For to ftand on Jure ground, m the way not to fall. 

After the Second ACT. 

Mrs. Clive (fola) to a flute. 


O H Jea/ouffat hou bane of bleeding love! 

Ah ! how unhappy, we' 

Doom’d by the partial powers, above, f 
Eternal flaves, to thee ! ' * 

Not more unftaid, than lovers' hearts, ^he wind ! 

This moment, dying — and the next, unkind; 

Ah l wavering, weak defires of irail mankind / 

With pleading paflion ever to purfue, . 

Yet triumph, only to undo. 

2. • • 

Go to the deeps , below , thou joylefs fiend ! 

And never rije again, to fow defpair ; 

Nor you, ye heedlefs fair , occafions lend. 

To blaft your blooming b<j>es, and bring on care. 

Never conclude your innocence fecure, 

Prudence , alone, makes love endure. 

\As Jhe is going off* be meets her , and pulls her back » 
detaining her, while hefings s what follows . 

He. Ever, ever, doubt the fair — in forrow. 

Mourning, as if they felt companion > 

Yet, what they weep for to day — tomorrow. 

They’ll be the firft to laugh into fafhion. 

G a Noon 
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None are betray’d if they truft not the charmer •, 

Jealoufy guards the weak, from foiling \ 

VVou’d you never catch — you muft, oft, alarm her. 
Hearts to deceive is a woman’s calling. 
f After the Jong he lets her go, and they join in duet. 
She. Come, — let us befriends, and no longer abufe, 
condemn, and acute, 
each other 

He. Wou’d you have us agree, you muft, fairly, confefs, 
- the love, we carefs, 
we fmother. 

She. I am loth to think that 

He. Yet, you know, it is true-. 

She. Well, — what if I do, 

, no mattfr. 

He. Cou’d you teach us a way, to lovf^jn, without ftrife? 
She. Suit the firjt part of life, 

v, to the latter. 

He. ’Tis an hon^ft advice , for, when love is new blown,-- 
gay colours are fhown, 
too glaring. 

She. Then alas! for poor wives ! — comes a blufi'ring day, 
. and blows ’em away, 

molt fearing! 


After the Third ACT. 

By Mr. Betrd alone. 

M ARK, O, ye beauties!— gay, and young, 
Mark the plainful wees, and weeping , 
That, from forc’d concealment fprung, 

Punifh the fin of fecret keeping. 

SJ ell then— nor veil a. willing heart. 

When the lover, lov'd, alarms it j 
But- —to footh the pleafing^wr/, 

Whilper the glowing wijh, that warms it. 

2 


She 
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She that wou’d hide the gentle flame. 

Does but teach her hope, to languifhj 

She, that boldly tells her aim, 

Flies from the path that leads to anguijh. 

Not that too far , your trad fhou’d go ; 

All that you fay — to all diicoveri 

All, that you do but two fhould know. 

One of ’em you, and one your lover. 

\_She meets him , going off. 
She. Ah ! man, thou wert always a traitor. 

Thou giv’d thy advice, to betray j 

Ah ! form’d for a rover, by nature, 

Thou leader of love the wrong way. 

Wou’d women let women advife ’em. 

They cou’d not fo eafily flray. 

’Tis trading to^overs. fupplie# ’em 

With wuv, and excufe, to betray. 

She’s fafe, vvho, in guard ot her paffion. 

Far, far, from confeff.ig her path, 

Keeps filence , in fpite of the fajhion, J 
Nor differ her eyes , to explain. 

WWWWWWWWVWWWWWWWlI WVa/V/WW'j/WSfll 1 
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After the Fourth A Cf T. 

Duet. 

t 

She. IT TELL, whaf do you think — of thefe forrows, 
VV and joys, 

Thefe calms, and thefe whirlwinds— this filence, and noife ? 
Which love , in the bofom of man , employs ? 

He. For my part, wou’d lovers be govern’d by me, 

Not one of you women fo wifh’d for , fhou’d be. 

Since, here , we a proof of your mifehief fee. 

§be. Why, wh; t wou’J you dot to el'cape the didrefs ? 
He. I wou’d do— l wou’d do — by my foul, I can’t guefs— 

G 3 She. 
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She. Poor wretch ! by my foul I imagin’d no tefi. 
Come, come — let me tell you, thefe tefnpefts of love, 

Do but blow up de/ire, its brifknefs to prove, 

Which elfe wou'd — you know- too too lazily move. 
"Were women like legs — ot a make to lie fttll, 

Men wou’d deep, and grow dull, but our abjbhte will 
Sets life all a whiiling — like wheels in a mill : 

He Ambition, in woman, like valour in man. 

Tempts dangei — from which, they’d befa[c,ii • hey ran ; 
And once get ’em in — get ’em cut, how you can. 

She. Pray, what will you give me, to teach you the trnk. 
To keep your wilt pleas'd, either healthy, or lick ? 

He. The man, who hits that, fure 1 mu i\ touch to the quick! 
She. Learn this — and depend on a Itje, without pain , 
Say nothing to vex her, yet let her complin ; 

Submit to your fate, — anu difturb not hf" reign : 

Be mop'd when fhe’s fad — and be pleas' 2 when Ihe’s gay. 
Believe her, and truft her — and give hei — her way. 

For wantVd this rule — there’s the devil to pay. 
Both, For want Id tins rule, there’s the devil to pay. 


THE 





THE 

Snake in the Grass: 


As 


Dramatic Entertainment, of a new Species 

BEING 

Neither Tragedy, Comedy, Pantomime, 
Farce, Ballad, nor Opera. 

i 
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Dramatis Person.®. 


Two Players, deep Plotters , as ufual. 

Poet, a tough fiubborn Blade of the old Metal: but con- 
verted , by the Grace of certain new-fajhtoned Powers 

tnterpo/mg. 

Genius of the Stage, drefs'd and chat alter'd in the modern 
Propriety. 

Tragedy, Jlruck dumb , and buried ahvC 

Comedy, fet upon her Head , and her wrong End turned 
upper mofi. ] 

Old Apollo, Jlruck blind , and demounted. 

Firft finglng Spirit. 

Second fingng Spirit. 

Young Apollo, Laureat fupreme , lut conferring Bays of a 
new Model , on a Laureat elect , to entourage him . 

Truth and Time, two "Dancers . 

9 l 

SCENE, the STAGE, 



THE 


SNAKE in the GRASS. 



i ft Player, [ looking on his natch]. 

0 

J T is now ten o’clock : and Mr. Fightfa<hion, in ex- 
pedition of our rehcarfing his/ragedy, will fcarcc 
il to be here, in a minute or two. 

2 d Play. But can this gentleman, in good earned:, be 
fo ftrongly imprefs’d by poetic enthufiafm, as^to believe 
the exiftence of ghofts, wits, andgenius’es l 

lft Play. Tho* you throw thofe ideas .together by way 
of a joke, Mr. Fightfalhion unites ’em in earned •, for he 
has told me, and fworn to it very ferioufly, that the 
Genius of wit, the lad time he was feduced to the light 
of a pantomine, drpw hiseftrtains at midnight, and wept 
over him in the lhape dF a confumption. 

| Dtftant knocking without . 
2 d Play. Hark, he knocks at the Itr^et door : let us re- 
tire, and obferve the fuccefs of your projeft ; for 1 hardly 
know how to perfuade myfelf, that a perfoi] of his learn- 
ing and good fenle can be liable to an impolition fo glar- 
ing ! ( Second knocking at the door. 

lft Play. Oh ! that were to'expedt more than I have 
'Ventured to promife you j but the voipe and perfon of 

Ned 



go The Snake in the Grafs : 

Ned jFroUck' are quite new to him \ (he apflmspceof me- 
lancholy, in penfive natures, is pow&ftji. The darkoed 
too, end filence of the Icene, will concur with the effe& 
of our negh fling his rehearfal this morning, towards pre- 
paring his mind for the objeft. ’Tis unlikely indeed, 

as you fay, that he can miftake honeft Ned for a Genius; 
but his relentment, or furprize, will be equally divert- 
ing — and while he thinks us too remote to obferve his be- 
haviour, we (hall have the pleafure to laugh in the flys, 
whether it be at the detection and routing of Frolick, or 
the amazement and odd humours of Fightfaihion. 

[Third knockng, mere loud than before. 
Let us be gone — He becomes quiet impatient : and the 
doorkeeper’s orders were to admit him, at the third time 
of aiking. f 

[They go in at tkeJPrompter's door. 

Enter Poet, in a paffion. 

Oons ! — not reblarfe and nobody ready for a&ion, 
but the Ladies ? — Here’s fine doings ! here’s wifdom J 
here’s induftry 1 here’s management! 

[#»£*.] Robin Hood, 

'In the Greenwood (food 

P’fha ! — 1 how came that filly thing into my head 
now ! — ~ A man has no foontr let his foot into the (hade 
of thele theatres, than he is haunted by the dying echo 
of fome departed old madrigal 1 [Hums, again , to 

himfelf a Jhort bit of a tune, and wadis fretfully . 

Rare management, i’faith !— <one wou’d almoft be 
tempted to fwear they had bought fome old patent for 
blundering !- — Dullnefs never deeps fo life, and (b (a- 
tisfied, but when it fnores to the found of authority. 

And then, too, the good manners of locking me out) 
They needed not, one wou’d have thought, as tafto 
Rands at, prefent, have put themfelves to the trouble of 
faft’ning their door, to keep wit from intrudfog among 
them ! [Walks backward and forward , , looking 

down much dtflurb'd — then flops Jhort, and fpeaks on. 

‘ Poor 
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Poor ftfiglU «h*l* l mwfore thy breadth, I am de+ 
ploring thy n»rr*W|ds} — ^7 Thou art ppfiefs’d, like 
^ African wood - * by a generation of parrots and monkey s\ 
— — Thefe people have a mortal averfian for a man that 

Can’t tumble. What a favourite wou’d a tragic Poet 

have been, that cou’d come bounce into the hoyfe, life* 
a thunder clap, through the opening of one of their 
chimneys ! 

Well 1 they ijiay fpare, in a little time, this new ftra- 
tagem of locking their doors. They have (hut out grave 
meanings already j and when fharp ones won’t pafs k muf* 
ter among ’em, we Poets (hall have as little to’do at the 
playhoufe, as we have at the bank, or the treafory. 

[Paufes, and bangs penfwely over a trap. 

Oh » Shakefoear ! Sh4kefpear ' Shakelpear ! — 

Cou’d thy own ghoft rife, throdgh one of thefe traps, 
when the Signors and Signor„s aie capering, it would 
rife, not to fright, but be .* righted. — — -How now? 
what’s this ? the trap opens, as it they h&dfet it to fwat- 
low me ' J 

While the Poet Jlalks backward, theGenuts of thejl'ge afcends 
through the trap : dieffed on the light fide , like a man , in 

the habit of a Scaramouch (with a uund) on the 

left fide like a Columbine (with a fan) the face 

neatly cover'd with a JleJh-colour'd Utajjnyei reprefenting 
on one fide a grave manV countenance , with blacky 
hair and whtjkers ; and on the ether, a gay young 
woman’s, with fair locks and complexion j half a hat% 
or cap, on the right of the bead, and the proper Lead - 
drefs for a woman on the Itfl half: audfo, in like manner , 
the whole dtefs divided quite down to the floors — the 
petticoat rounded in, and concealing the left leg and thigh, 
to the girdle. 

Poet. Blefs us ! what have we here ? — they have font 
up a two-edged gholt, to foretell double death to my 
tragedy !-~ What art thou ? fpeak. — Whatmonfter rauft 
I callthee ? 1 

Gen. [In a tragical tone.] Know’ft thou not me,— the 
Genius of tbeftage! 

Lear 1, 
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Lean), from the loud Miltonic trumpets folnd, 

“ Not to know me, argues thy/elf mmown. 

[Changes into a comic tone* 

Ha, ha, ha, ha, *tis no wonder, Mr. Fightfalhion, 
that your poetry fucce^ds fo ill, fince you and 1 are ho 
better acquainted ! 

Poet. Thw* Genius of the ftage, quoth'a ! — r— — 

\Walks wbimfically round her. 
Nay, faith, now I furvey thee with a critical eye, that is 
not fo very unlikely. ’Tis impoffible (ta fay truth) there 
Ihould befucb a Genius any where elfe ! — All that tnotly 
compofition of contraries fits thee admirably, for the 
empire thou haft plac'd thyfelf at the head of. 

Genius. Ever, the Poet’s friend, tho’ feen but rarely, 

I rife, to let thee right : and crown thy willies. 

Poet. 1 am glad, to be alfur’d of youf good meaning, 
becaufe it emboldens me to make free with your good na- 
ture — will you pleafe to ftand out of the way : and leave 
room for a Lady,' of lefs inconfiftent accomplilhments ? 

Gen. What Laiw, ingenious Mr. Fightlalhion ? 

What Lady ? 

Poet. What Lady ? why a playhoufe Lady— that, 1 
hope, is here, ready to enter, and fpeak cue prologue to 
my tragedy. 

Gen. A £lralf>gue, I fuppofe, of fome friend's writing ? 

Poet. You wou’d fuppofe , with more truth, and at 
leaft as much manners, if you fuppos'd it a prologue of 
my own writing. 

Gen. Nay, then, I defpair of getting it chang’d for a 
better. Had it been a friend’s toit, another friend’s rea- 
fon might have hop’d to be heard on the fubje.it. 

Poet. There’s a new proof, thou can’ft be no pther 
Genius thaft that of the ftage.— Thy impertinence to us 
Poets, and the prepoft’rous blind talent thou haft at ob- 
jeEHng, carry marks of the place thou beiong’ft to.—— 
But p-ay, whatagainft my prologue. Goody Two-tails ? 

Gen. Enough — and too much, Mr. Fightfalhion. — -It 
is a prologue to a tragedy , 

Poet . 
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Pott. To a tragedy !■— — What, in the name of high 
dance, and low management, wou’d you have it a pro* 
logue to? —the ftage’s thanksgiving, for the renown of 
her modem improvements ? » Do you think there is no wit, 
becaufe there is no comedy ? 

Gen. Nay, now, you are ftill more monftroufly out 
of the way ! Don’t talk of wit. — wit is quite out of the 
way ! 

Poet. O ! times ! times ! times > — wit out of the way 

of a Poet / If thou art the Genius of any ftage at al|, 

thou haft certainly travell’d under-ground, like a mqle-, 
and are crept hither from the Italian opera. 

Gen. No matter what road I came by : — wit is out of 
your road, I affure you. Wou’d you ftrike the ex- 

pectation of th^ powerful world with your tragedy, you 
muft enliven it with no wit, ancl all humour • 

Poet. How ? — humour in tragedy /- — here’s a Genius l 
here’s an age ^-—Hby had I trie, ye Gops ! 

Gen. Look’ee, Mr. f ightialhion, J am here in mere 
pity, to prevent a difappointmenr, , which I know you 

want temper to bear, with indifference If you cou’d 

introduce a dancing cat or two, in fome very grave tra- 
gedy, and eipecially, if you cou’d teach ’em toptfrr in true 
time to their frifkings, you might have a fair chanCe, 
(under protection of luch alaiming and rapturous inci- 
dents) to pafs fbme of your old-fafhion’d fluff upon the 
town, provided you don’t crowd in too much of it—— 
more than perfons of diftinCtion can bear to be teas’d 

with. And then, as to four prologue, what do you 

think of the novelty of hiving it fpoke by a Lady, that 
has been the reigning toaft for theie twenty years, and yet 
never fpoke a word in her life yet ? 

Poet. And if that is not a novelty, nothing is novelty! 

Gen. It wou’d be trifling, to talk much of her beauty, 
— — but her influence can make an afs of Apollo. 

Poet. But is not this one of your jokes , of the new cut? 
Have you really fuch a Lady as this in your eye, for 
my fervice ? 

Gen. 
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Gut. I have : and you will own* when yon fee .her, 
that I cou’d never have oblig'd you chore kindly. Among 
ft thou land irrefiftible fine qualities (he has this cho&n 
and conftitutional love of fimce, in the very genius, in 
the very efience of her character. 

Poet. [In a rapture. 1 Heels ! canes ! daps 1 fhouts ! 
third nights and tragic fire ! 

The power ! the power ! fhe fliakes my fuelling breaft ) 
And confcious infpiration bu-u-urfts, in rapture ! 

Go, ye foft-whifp’ring gales ! ye breezy thieves ! 

§tqal, from Arabia's flowers, the fipt perfumes i 
'I’hen, to my charmer fly j kifs her kind foot ; 

Form afoft cha ri-ot, round her fno-o-wy limbs t 
And in the breath of vi’lets, wa-a-aft her, to me 1 
Gen. Admirably well trod, pronounc'd, /and divided !— 
you Jhall fee her. — But you need not be at the expence 
of (trains fo pompous as chefe, to receive her. She has 
a generous and, frank-hearted fimplicity, that fets her 
above ceremony. — ■ < — She knows my defign in yourfavour, 
and will hear my firft fummons to ferve you. Breathe 
your wilh and your meaning upon my wand here. 

[Waves her wand folemnly. 
Oh, thou, who fcorning voice , hurleft eloquence 
From each light motion’s flalh ! thought-lulling power ? 
To Britons* gra>ve progenitors unknown : 

But by their wifer, french -taught, fons, ador'd! 

Oh ! rais’d, on Fame’s broad wings, above all reach 
Of comic fpleen’s vain fnarl, or tragic rage ! 

Pefcend, inftruflive, from thy throne of air. 

Smile kind companion o’er a convert’s caufe : 

And teach defpairing wit new arts to proiper. 

A fiyinz chariot defcends , to the fiutid of brijk mafic , wherein 
fits Harlequin, in a Dutch bead-drefs, and huge petticoat, 
without any gown, A fan in bis band. — Hefteps out, 
and comes forward ; giving himfelf the airs of a mafculine, 

modifh , Lady and ftretching bis neck, as if firuggling 

for voice , to addrefs himfelf to the audience. 
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Gen. [Mfr a ftift.'l Mr. Fightfiiffifort', how like you 
MUdy i 7 

Poet. The Lldt/t-ptey, by which of this Ftench Lady’s 
divifibns, is> heir fex to he reconnoitred with mofl! certainty? 

Gen. 6 fie, Mr. Fighrfalhion ! — fie ! 

Poet. Maty the devil (or, what is Worfe, the Genius of 
tie ftage) run away with me, if, in the confufion of mo- 
tions, drefies, ana taftes, in our modern Babel, I don't 
find myfelf at t ldfs ten times a day, to diftinguiih be- 
tween a man, and a woman ! 

Gen. Remember decorum, Mr. Fightfafhion J— -Tragic 
poets ihou’d keep fenfe of decorum ! 

Poet. Why don’t the Lady fpeak ? — file fliou’d not, 
methinks, if a Lady , be fo hardly put to it to find die 
ufe of her tongde. , 

Gen. Ever, while you live, the more /lining the Lady, 
the more fill is her tongue, Mr. Fightfamion. And, be- 
fides, it is the particular chardteriftic of Mademoifelle to 
be dumb. f 

Poet Dumb '-why, did’nt you teH me Ihe came hither 
to Ipeak in my favour ? 

Gen. Well, and what if I did tell you fo ? 

Poet. Oons 1 my taufe will be fwimmingly carried, by 
the help of a dumb advocate 1 t 

Gen. Why, that is the one irrefiftible ftife quality, that, 

I told you, made theefirnce of her character. 

Poet. 1*11 be hang’d if your plot was not to have mdt- 
ried her to me ! yOu infity, with fuch weight, on her 
ftlence. — Go, go, movjj off, Mrs. Ebony ; make way 
for your betters. It is pity your Genius and you fiiou'd 
be parted. Go, lwett maidens in moiety ! be pleas’d to 
withdraw and repofe yourfelves. There are cellars be- 
low, and dark rooms at your fcrvice.— — Or ftay, now I 

think of it finCe ambition loves riding. 

[Knocks it the ftage door. 

Here ! you, Mr. Whatd’yecayum 1 Mr. .Property- 

Keeper ! ptay, lend in an old woman, if you have 

any fuch, witn a broom-ftick or two, to mount thefe 

dra- 
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dramatical witches — r-Then, open your windows above* 
that Tragedy may’nt fall into your traps, while lhe 
fereens her own lights with her handkerchief. — — And, 
now, you may let her come in, for the^ra/igae.— Hold, 
hold, fool ! fot ! dolt I owl ! that lam! — J have been 
lb modifhly benumbing my faculties* byconverlingwith 
thefe hermaphrodite deities, that I was within a hair’s 
breadth of forgetting Apollo. 

[Genius and Harlequin laugh and whifper apart. 

Scene draws , and difeovers the fiatue of Apollo, on a federal. 

Jn the b ne hand a golden harp ; in the other a Jilver tow. 

1 he eyes of the image , and the beams round his beady 

tranjparenl. 

Poet. There’s a Deity for you ! Shew tpe among all the 
numerous race of you, tioubles , that pefter the kingdom, 
one, that can bear looking at by the light of his own 

glory ! There’s Parnaffus, at once, in her bold and 

unbrib’d reprefer^fative ! — What are you two mauls to 
bruife meaning , laying your noddles together fo clofe for ? 
Your owl’s eyes, I fuppofe, are apt to watery when they 

look againft fun-beams ? Well ! ’tis a very clean 

figure, i’faith ! a true-touch’d, and exquilite figure ! 

Mr.' What’s- his-name’s profeflion and my own, are 

the two noblefb^of the three Jijter arts. Not but they have, 
all, their rdpedtive good ufes ; tho’ detached and diftindt 
irom each other. — Your Poet , for example, puts the 
world out of humour, by (hewing them that their minds 
are more ugly than they ought to b?. Your Painter fats 
all this to rights again, by repfefenting their perfons a 

great deal handfomer than they are. — -And then for 

your fplenetic four fouls, that have neither peflon nor 
mind to be pleas’d with, in cjbme£ the Fidler, and he lets 
’em a dancing and -fo they tranlpire away their ta- 

rantula’s poilon, and become wbolfome enough to be tailed 
and fpit out again. 

Gen. Well : but Tthought ; <. u faid you were about to 
begin? 

•;< Poet, 
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Poet. So we will —and pray mark well the Prologue,—* 
Enter, enter. — It is to be fpoken by Tragedy, crying : 

1 Gen. Is jhat jht % Mr. Fightfafhion ? I fee lbmebody 
betwixt the fcen<&* that looks fadly. , 

Poet. Ay, marry ! here comes a Lady, that looks like a • 
Lady ! — I'll warrant her Jhe can fpeak, without choak* 
ing herfelf. 

Enter Tragedy,* in black velvety with a page holding her 
train. A wreath of bays in one handy and handkerchief 
to her eyes in the other. She goes up to A polio and kneels , 
in aflt of addreffmg the image. Harlequin trips wantonly 
after her ; and amufes himfelf with peeping and making 
faces at Tragedy --and menacing Apoilo, with ridiculous 
pojluresy and pafjes of bis wooden fword, at a diftance. 

Gen. Does this Lady reprefent Tragedy, Mr, Fightfafhion ? 
Poet. Ay, that lhe does — and does it quite thorough, too : 
and not like a Paralitic, that is lame o' pne fide of her. 

Gen. And why, pray, does flie fc^ing that ufelefs dry 
reward of old wit along with her ? 

Poet. Why, you will fee by and by, that thole bays are 
to be placed on my head, as foon as Apollo hjs pointed 
me out, as the Genius mod diftinguifhed for Tragedy. 

Gen. But what if Apollo fiiould ierve y^m a trick— and 
give his voice for one of the play-houfe directors ? 

Poet. |’ Laughing .J Ha, ha, ha, ha— -if he jhould ', and the 
ele€k had but wit enough to Hand out, fo difguifedy at his 
theatre, he would get an eftate in a year or two, by the 
million, that would pay him raifed prices, to gaze at the 
prodigy. 

Gen. Ay, but 

Poet. But me node of your bolts* — E’gad ! Mr. Jack 
and Jill, tack’d together 1 I wilh, you were as dumb, as 
your friend Ebony. — - Hold your peace and interrupt us 
no more: but hear Tragedy fpeak, hke an angel. 

, Gen. Speak /— O, dreadful ! — I *hope you did not fay 
/peaky Mr. Fightfafhion !- — If you can be dull enough tQ 
Vol. II. H permit; 
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permit her to fptak, I would not give this flirt of my fen 
for her influence. 

Poet. *— Tragedy not speak ! ha, h%ha,<— Genius ! 
A jack-daw. Tragedy npt fpeait! — — $rhat ! fhe muft 
intake mouths., I fuppofe, with Madam Ebony ! — and ftretch 
out a long neck, like an over-cramm’d turkeyT 

Gen. Take my word,— if fhe fpeaks, fhe will never be 
fpoken of. 

Poet. Why how the devil fhould the pafiions be moved, 
without [peaking ? 

Gen. Ob ! the paffions ? — what pafiions would you wijb 
her to move, pray ? 

Poet. O ! magic ! magic ! magic !--wooden fwords ! 
wooden heads! wooden management ! — Whata queftion is 
there , for the Genius of thf Jtage , now!-- What will thefe 
horrible things end in ? --What paffions muft ‘Tragedy move! — 
Have 1 lived, to hear that miferable queftion ! 

Gen. The queftion had much fooner been anfwered 
than commented upon. 

Poet. Why,/crmv, fhe muft move: and companion. 

Gen. Then fhe muft fing, Mr. Fightfafhion: fhe muft fing. 

Poet. VVhat! — siko, to move forrew? 

Gen. Ay, ay, ay — file muft fi i-i-ing. — She muft fing, 
dolefully. — It is the demand of the mode, Mr. Fight- 
fafhion. ‘ ‘ 

Poet. If I could hang myfelf, honeftly , — that is, with- 
out running in debt for the rope — the fin would be ab- 
fblved, by the force of the temptation. — Were I under a 
condemnation to live a few y^ars longer, I fhould fun 
rbad, at the abfurdities of this age ! 

Why was not I (ye Gods !) an afs ? an owl? —may even 
an Italian Eunuch? any bird, fifh, monfter, beaft, but a 
Poet ? — Whathoneft poor man hi his wits, would write 
fenfe, to l'uch a whimfical- generation ! 

Gen. None, hone, Mr. Fightfafhion.— A man ill his wits 
would mitt found — fq-u-ound — fo-u-u-u-u-u-u-ound ! — 
Look’ ye, notwithftanding your Parnaffian inflexibility, I 
Will force you, before I have done, to ftand bent, the right 
• way. 
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way, to good foftun^— Bring your Lady to me, when 
Apollo has done with her : Ihe lhall be taught the reci- 
tative dolorofa hyytwinkling. She fhall learn to hammer 
home a blunt llifement, by divifional fhakes and fierce 
nods of her head, in the true time, and tone, of fignificance. 

Poet. To confefs a fad truth, I had fome thoughts of 
' allowing her to Jing, a little. — So I gave her a fhort, 
fober, ode, that I wrote in due reverence of Tragedy— Be- 
fides a merry Stotch jig for her filler, that I have reierved 
to trip up in the rear of her. 

Gen. Clap ’em together, Mr. Fightfalhion*-clap ’em 
together. 

Poet. How' — unite cppofites ? join manifdt contra- 
dictions ? 

Gen. Think of a man and his aoife, Mr. Fightfalhion.— 
Tack ’em, tack ’em. — They’ll draw like your high- 
prancing horfes ; and attiafl but the more notice, by car- 
rying their heads to the oppo r re quarters. 

Poet. I can never come into it. —Suchkhings may be done 
by a fool or a flatteier : but to a mart of the leaft fenfe — 

Gen. [mtert apt mg him. ] 1 eath! freeze not me with 
fenfe, who flame for fong ! 

Am / the ftage’s Genius ? — and lhalt thou, • 

Dull Poet — prate of fenfe, when I dtfclaim it ? . 

Poet. Nay, if it is come to that length — if war is 
openly declared and proclaimed, againft wit, — I have done, 
Mrs. Seam-i'-tbc middle ! 1 have done — Inter arma filent 
leges. — Gadfo 1 1 beg your pardon, I forgot myfelf j thac 
was Latin : and I oi/ght |o have faid it in French or Italian. 

Gen. Well ! make me the fong, tragi-comically. 

Poet. Who ? 1 ! — if ever I make fongs, in a fright. I’ll 
put up for Poet-elefi, to the Opera. 

Gen. Suppofe I Ihould make one, myfelf.— Are you 
for the brij$ part ? or the lamentable ? 

Poet. Oh, the lamentable part, or none, tnuft be mine.— 
for it Will grieve me to the Very heait-ftrings to fing it. 

Gen. Well • the lamentable , if you can but velvet it over 
with Ibftnefs, will be found no bad road to fuccefs, man. 
—Come, whet your dull, Englilh, defpondency. 

H 2 Genius 
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[Genius ftngs.] 

i. 

[Set lightly.'] Wou’d a Lady make&tt of her lover. 
Let Comedy light up rer /mile : 

[Set mournfully .] Let Tragedy mournfully move her, 

AJi ! weeping crocodile ! 

L. 

[Light.] By two fuch extremes, {he'll alarm him. 

She laughs the poor fool into hope. 

[Mournful But, ah 1 {he’s too wife to un-charm him : 

So frowns - and he twirls — in a rope ! 
Poet. Well done, Mrs. Back- and- edge ! well done ! — 
this is meant, I fuppofe, as a monitory example, of your 
late rule for tacking Humour to Tragedy. 

Gen. Obferve now : and fing, after me. 

Wou’d a Lady make fure of her lover. 
Let Comedy light up her /mile. 

[Poet keeping dumb time , with his hand and bis head % 
to the reft ^repeats only the loft fyllable. 

Poet. Smi-i-i-i — i-i-i-ile. 

Gen. Well faid !— the genuine Italian, divifion, in ru- 
diment : only a little too courageoully angltcifed. — At it 
again; take.it, now, in the tragical key 

* *Let Tragedy mournfully move her : 

Ah ! weeping crocodile ! 

Poet. T>i — i— i — i — i — i — i — ile. 

Gen. By two fuel) extremes, {he’ll alarm him, 

She laughs the poor tool into hope. 

Poet. Ho-ho, ho, ho, -ho, ho, ho, -ope. 

Gen. The next time you attempt that Welch fugue, 
don’t, fo boldly, indu'ge the unbridled Britannic. Not 
but your clofe of the lhake was extremely r exptic, and 
happy! Now, mind the ftrong fall, in the Tragical. 

But ah ! (he’s too wife to un-Charm him : 
* So frowns — arid he twirls , in a rope. ' 
Poet. Ro-o, o, o,-o, o, o,~ope. 

[Ending the notes in a laugh. 

Ha, 
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Ha, ha, ha, ha,— dangle, dangle, dangle.— Well, that 
pendulous twirl was a mafterpiece ! the very natural and 
jiift image of hanging ! E’gad, when you talk’d of your 
high-prancing t ||9 and his wife, I fore-law this cataftro- 
phe.— It was the! moil probable confequence in the world, 
of your marrying a couple of contraries, 

Gen. See there, then 1 let her imitate my manner : and 
ihe will have a chance among the reft to grow taking. 

Poet. The dgvil take me, if I do.— Imitate thy man- 
ner! I would as foon iollicit a Critic , for his lubfeription 
to a panegyric upon Pantomime. — -Come, come. I'll 
have no more of your light interruptions. As far as a 
note, now and then, I may take your opinion : for, feafon 
even a fong with the true Attn fait, and it may be preferred 
from corrupting the Drama. 

Madam, majeftic Madam I — raife your venerable foot, 
and ftalk forward. We will make it our boaft, to charm 
the reafonable, with reafon. f Comes clofe to her, and 

j peaks what follows in her car - 
However, at prefent, we will purfut that bold purpofe 
no farther, I think, than the fong. Keep your fenfe in re- 
r erve, till a better opportunity. [As Tragedy comes for- 
ward, Harlequin dances wlimfnolly behind her. 
Gen. Ma,ik the end of this Lady. Mr bighiFaJhion. 
Poet. Never trouble yourfelf about her ej»l,Mrs Double- 
bottom : you have got two of your own to take care of. — 
Proceed, folemn power! pioceed. — Sound the Tragical 
trumpet, within, there.— [ Trumpet Jaunds behind the feenes. 

Bravo, biavo 1 — J^ow th’e overture being over, you 
may begin, with Dramatic propriety. 

Tragedy. [Pointing to her mouth ] Aw, aw, aw— aw, aw < 
Poet. [23i a furprtze.] Aw, aw, aw, aw? — Who the 
Devil will take that for Tragedy ? 

Tragedy. [Weeping."] Aw, aw, aw, — aw, aw — 

Gen. [Laughing J Alas, alas! poor Tragedy! — why, 
your paftion-ftirring Lady is ftruck dumb, Mr Fight- 
faihion ! ' * 

H 3 


Poet. 
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Poet. What an unfortunate poor devil am I! may 1 
be condemned to write nonfenfe, and fing it, myfelf, for 
fubfiftence, if 1 have not dreaded fon>$ fuch accident, 
thefe twenty years ! I faw it daily co flg fag nearer and 
jgiearer. She has, feafon after feafort,^j&een lofing her 
< voice. Rarely able, of late, to fpeak fenfe, above three 
days together. —Dear Venus, and Mars , in conjunction , 
help me out, if thou halt the leaft grain of good nature.— 
Though I know you can mifs better marks, yet I dare 
fwear you can Ihoot a fong, flying.— * 

Gen. "Will you conform then ? will you fteer by the 
wholfome advices I give you ? 

Poet . Elfe, may the Gods, 1 who frown on wit 

Gen. Hold, hold. — Only reach me the jong : I remit 
you the rapture. 

[Reads it to berfelf] It is grave enough, I perceive, to 
be once heard, and forgotten. 

[Beckons Harlequin.} Lunnikin * — call up a fpirit, that 
has courage enoi%h to do gravity juftite. — Flelh and 
blood are too frail to dare hazard it. 

Harlequin making Jigns of invocation , there artfes a fpirit , like 
Pallas, uitb Jpear , Jh.eld , and helmet : and Jtngs the fol- 
lowing dir , to a trumpet. 1 be Poet , on one fide , keeps time 
in grave, rapturous, geftut e. And Hai lequin, on the other , 
with mimic , and ridiculous aflton. 


1. 

Tiagic Mufe, thou Queen of paflion 1 
Weep, and wind the melting heart : 
Hufh the rage of joy, and fafhion, 
Thought and leafon gain, by fmart. 

2 . 

Let the foul, that wakes to near thee. 
Sorrow’s i'oft’ning power embrace : 

' Love and glory triumph, near thee*, 
Tbars of pity fhine with grace. 


$. When 
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When the breaking heart, in apguifh. 

Feels the pleating pain, too deep; 

Cupids ciown you, while you languish : 

And, laftmg/Vy, you weep. (Spirit defcends. 
Poet. More and more bravo 1 Look you there, Goody * 
Two-fold! we mult imitate your way, to be taking? A 
plague on all Vanity, I lay 1 — Your way was a fine way, 
truly * 

Gen. It is aa unaccountable truth, that though your 
Poet is a profeflbr ol wit, he’s a fool, as it were by migra- 
tion ! — Suppofe Madam aw, aw, aw, Ihould recover the 
ufe of her tongue, for a night or two, how long would 
that licence continue ? how well would Ihe fupport ancient 
tafie, do you think ? 

Poet. How the devil Ihould 1 know ; as things Hand in 
this wife generation ? * 

Gen . Mealure it ior him, Lunkm : meafure it for him. 

• 

Harlequin fl ips wantonly up to T ragedy, and planting hrn- 
felf behind, blows her down with tty wind of his fan. She 
Jinks through a long trap . and her page is, ty a ftroke of 
Harlequin’s Jword , transfoi med into a monkey , and runs off 
angry, and chattel mg The Poet in aflonifin^ent looking 
every way about him, runs at !afl to tl e open trap , and feels 
after Tragedy with his foot , as hai aly,beluzing fhe could 
vanifh fo fuodenly. 

Gen. Ha, ha, ha, ha, how difcermng a grave Author’s 
tafte is 1 She’s gone, with a*jtrk, Mr. highttalhion. She 
is vamlhed like the ffame of a Poet, that had pionnfed 
himfelf the paper life of a Virgil ! 

Poet. JDejith 1 Fire* Dance' Opera* Cat-call* Hifi! 
and Fqpes*- — But you. will plead your confounded pet- 
ticoats : end fo it figmfies nothing to be angry. Write 
Tragedy ! — J§jye, — let them do it, who can wait for a re- 
prelentation till the middle of next century. Well, to 
ccpfefs the plain truth, I did not altogether depend on 

H 4 her. 
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her. I have her lifter, drawn up in referve. Cutting 
(Remedy (hall renew the charge, triumphantly. She'll re- 
cover the loft field, I'll warrant her.— Though, by the bye, 
this robuft, dumb, black gentlewoman^of your acquain- 
tance, has a vciy particular way of conferring her obli- 
gations. 

Enter Comedy with a ■prim dreffed like a little old dame , 

of Queen Elizabeth’s days, tn a ruff, and the whole habit of 
thoje time . , as far as to the middle— but dbith mod-fh French 
hoop,— pinn'd up tail, &c.---Tbe modern fart of her 
drejs of •one colour : the ancient of another . 

Gen. What ! is this a little piece of a Lady all you can 
afford us, lor Comedy , Mr. tightfalhion ? 

Poet. If her fize does not pleafe you, thank the meafure 
of the times. — I but took her as I found her. She was 
once, they fay, as tall as a may-pole : but what won’t bad 
ulagt " tnmih ?* — She tarched cold, at a thin, yawning 
audience, was too poor to find fees tor the doflors; fo fell 
into a coniumption*and Ihrunk into thefe pigmy dimen- 
lions. B’it pray, no moie jokes at her ftature. 'Tis the 
fcantling in mode lor a Beau : and fure 1 it may ferve for 
a Lady / «, 

Gen. Nev B er doubt it. She would have ftze enough to 
fuit the heigl t'of her influence , though Ihe were as Ihort as 
your forelight, Mr. hightfafnion. 

Poet, fort fight ? Kgad, this vs ill do it, or nothing will 
do’t. l)o but note her dramatical countenance ! She 
has an eye. Mrs. Motley, that could /peak, though her 
tongue weie lilent as Ebony's. Not that Ihe wants tongue, 
neither. — > allure you Ihe has all, that belongs to her, in 
the moft fovereign ptrfeftion., Pleafe to trip a little for- 
warder, fprightly Madam — Halt, halt, halt! and know 
when you are potted exactly. — Liften Geniu^l liften Ebony l 

While Comedy opens her mouth . aspreparing to /peak. Har- 
lequin feals it up with the fat of his wooden /word j« — 

upon 
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upon i&btcb Jbefatgbs, and makes facts \ and falls into a 
* feries of fomerfttsfand tumblings. 

Gen. What means this fecond difappointnient, ,i ' / ''Mr. 
Fightfafhion ? Ha, - ha, ha, ha, you have a politician’s bad 
luck, at expedient. * 

Poet. [Jfton/Jhed.] To be fure fome leaden planet, that 
has got a damn’d fool of a manager for its intelligence/ 
has been fhedding its influence upon wit, to the utter dis- 
grace of good purpofes ! What a iximfortable revolu- 

tion in tafte afe we Poets to look for, when 1 ragedy is 
ftruck fullenly dumb ; and Comedy tumbles, grins, and 
makes faces ? • 

Gen. And to whom fhould you apply for relief in fuch 
cafes, but to the Genius tf the Jlage, Mr. Fightfalhion ? 

Poet. If I could find a wifh’d Genius in places more 
proper, I fhould know how to dfefpife thfit neceffity. 

Gen. What * you think wit is loft, on the ft age, then ? 
Poet. In good faith, I have loft a conceit, that was built 
on that fancy. — Had not Ct medy been bewitched, in the 
nick, and fallen into theft* fieakifh convulfions, fhe was 1 
to have made hue and cry after wit : sand propofed to give 
a reward, for discovering it. 

Gen. The town cryer, methinks, might Serve as well 
(for that part) as Comedy. • 

Poet. Oh ! the rogue is too hoarse, and^ teo mafeuline. 
Such an unfoftened finger as he might oVerlav the atten- 
tion of our Ladies of tafte ; and corrupt their tender ears 
with a coarfene/Sy that has hitherto got no higher than into 
their ftride, and their elbows.* 

Gen. Give me the* long. I have fpitit t at my call, who, 
being made of all air, may ferve as a eunuch, for Singing. 

Poet. Better, better j for thofe grofs, walking, air-pipes 
are too big, you muft know, for my jeft ; and would dif- 
Solve luflf the fait of my fatire. 

Gen, I will^all up a Spirit, in twelves , that is Seldom 
overbufied be*w -ground : being a kind of Supernumerary 
carriet, by whom Pluto fends back goods, he has no right 
to detain in his cuftody. ’ The loads are but light ones : 

. and 
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and the porter himfcjf little biggg |j^ a Tujfc&upft* 

Loads! ifbit Joads can Co tlpPef^rter hf capfbfe 
**fif bringing, fo far uphill, without danger of overcharging 
his lhoulders ? * .» 

% Cm. Why, the good fortune of an henefl matf I family 
* feldom hazards the breaking his back. But the burthen 
he bears with mail safe, is the furplqs of a courtier's fince- 
rity. — -Luriniky, •— ihew Jvlr. Fightfalhion the fize of him. 

Harlequin ft amps , and makes a flour ip or two with bis /word, 
upon which , there rifles a Jptrit in the form of a little bell- 
man, with a round-headed flap, bell, and lanthom . 

Spirit. [After ringing bis bell.] O yes! be it known, to 
the world far and nigh. 

That Wit has dop'd: and l' 111 lent, hue and cry, 

Tp offer a groat, in reward, from the high. 

If any the lofs of this jade can fupply. 

He fhould let it alone, fay I. [Rings his bell. 

O yes ! hear the marks of this runaway tit ; 

The mare of the Mvies is broke from her bit } 

Lean, ragged, and old, — and her name it was Wit. 

If any can catch this runaway mare, 

Hisftams {hall reward his care. [Rings bis bell. 

Her coat w%s worn out, and her belly pinch’d in. 

Her outfide w&s proof fhe had no flelh within : 

But bones fhe had ftore— for they peep’d thro’ her Ikin. 
Whate’er happy man has out runaway caught. 

Let him go to my Lord u and he’ll owe him th z groat, 

% • f Rings bis bell. 

Do nothing in vain : therefore feek not the ftray , 

In markets for felling ha, ha, l\a, ha, hay : . 

' Nor ftop at the Harlequin halls, in your way. 

For why Jhould you lofe ypui tjme and pains. 

And take the wrong borfe by the reins? [Mngskisbell. 
But if in the city to fearch yob think fit, W 
The bulk is the place, where you’re fureft tp hit} 

For they that keep money can never want wit. 

jl Then, 
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rm jtok&iM heft fypply. 

•>*sp¥» w» an ^ gwd-b wyp. *Vat 

J* l *« beU % MMefcend$ ringWkl 

W. Carol b<M0- Voice t me d^fl |lid, pcquante ! 
There’s for you, Mrs. Twyfora I there’s applaufe, m the 
languaajNjf the times, now ! 

Gtiffit vk* Hid you really expcdl that Mrs. Comedy in 
abridgment here would have had influ<(tf£?jto recommend 
you to the regard of the,public ? 

Poet. It were a pretty revolution in tafte, faith 1 if. in a 
polite land like ours, neither Tragedy y nor Comedy , &ould 
find friends enough to keep ’em in countenance^ among 
caterers , tune-twirlers , and tumblers. 

Gen Shall I (hew you the event of this Lady’s pre- 
defined good fortune ? 

Poet. Do your worft : for I hegin to perceive my own 
ignorance. — 

Gen. Set her right, Lunny — tranfpofe and correct her. 


Harlequin fnatches off bts heaa-cloatbs , and throws 'em in 
Comedy’s face : upon which Jhe flaggers, falls down , and 
Jinks through a trap , with her heels Turned upward. 

Poet [ Laughing immoderately.'] Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, 

ha, ha - • 

Gen. O, brave Mr. Fightfalhion • you carry the whole 
world before you ! • * 

Poet . f Laughing again.] Ha, ha, ha, ha, — *- ha, ha, 
ha.— At this impudent arch joke, of Ebony's, I cannot find 
in my heart to be angry. — There’s a meaning in the dirty 
rogue's wit, that atoftes for the fting of his malice.— Be- 
fides,the jeft is much fmarter upon other folks than upon 
me. — I am furc, it is none of my fault, that the wrong end 
Of Comedy is turned uppermoft. 

Gen. But, fince it is |o, change trffte and take good counfel. 

P r W4"* ,r - ] 1$ it really then, and unavoid- 
ably, to be thus? Have theMufes loft their power, in the 
theatre? ?— And is a Poet tbbe nobody, by their influence. 

‘ Gen. No, not fo mbch as a jack-ftraw. — Not half fo 
much as a ^ck-pu^%g, « * 
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J^oet. O, dark degenerate age jw^ ^ barbari'iS tbwn I 
Qrfcflls ! aflemblies L opera ! timesT|ra|'|aftc3 ! ' 'JF 

wbil have I livei^ w/rr / t >' ** 

[Times bis perriwig on the ground in a rage. 

Now were I maudlin , I fliould try, in blank verlc, — Nay, 

I begin to feel a few tears drop already. 1 tikjj invent 

advice in a moment. — Inftead of Tinging to mdve forrow, 
my forrow, I find, will move finging. 

[Sings, half /peaking x and half fobbing . 

Oh, day of woe for wit ! wit’s woeful day ! 

Senfe gets nor praife, nor money. 

Down, biad — ’tis heels, heels, heels, now write the play. 

Dance, dance, good mafter Lunny. [Capers three 
times at the words heels : and dances , as be Jtngs tbe laft line . 

Genius. [Returning bis perriwig .] Be comforted, Mr. 
Fightfalhion, be comforted. Times were never fb bad 
but they were capable of mending. Were you penitent, 
inftead of melancholy, were you inclinable to forfake the 
idolatry of your forefathers, — to renounce thofe barren 
old maids you call Mufcs;— and worfhip the true Apollo 
of the times, your dife is not fo defpeiate, but that mean? 
might be found to relieve you. ; 

Poet. You have me then, you have me — whdo! 

whoop ! Vhat care I (who can jump ) for t^e Mufes ? • 

Xook at that pretty girl, drefled in blue, above, there, in 
yon killing corner of the gallery -Jhe has moie influence 
over mankind, then all nine of them. — Egad, I am refol- 
ved to grow frugal, and fave the needlefs expence of much 
thinking.— Don’t talk to me* any more of my melancholy: 
but rejoice in my fpirit of penitence. — Rhime fliall Ihew 
you my reafon, extempore. 

Half J ‘peaks , and half Jtngs , the following lines , with a ta£ ‘ 
penng vivacity of motion and gefiure. t 

x» 

t When awaking I fee, 

A new load to efteem. 

What an afs Ihou’d I be. 

To err on, in my dream 1 


«. No. 
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* No. — byiegreea^\ 

To be emptil/ai»*:. 

' And afpiring, to p^ifr., 

' ^ Throw my masMtg away. 

Gen. A f&l that will do, Mr. Fightfafhiftn, that will 

do. You fhall fupplicate our Apollo, in an initant. • 

But, firft, as your brother Bays express it, left have a 
dance .—' — Help os out. Ebony .— Becaufe we are friends, 
I adopt your own phrafe, Mr. Fightfalhion. 

Poet. Hark ye ! — cou’d’nt I, by your intereft, under 
pretence of the new eftate to fall to me by this change in 
my tafte, get an authority for change of my name too ? 
Methinks, Ligbtfajbion would found civiller than Figbt- 
fafhion , for a man, who is to appear in good company. 

Gen. It fhall be done. Say no more i it fhall be done.— 
1 have fome friends, m a fituation to ferve you ; who ha- 
ving very bad names, of their r wn, will btf obliged to you 
For this hint, and get ’em changed into better. — But, 
Come, let us attend to the dance. • 


Harlequin flips off bis hoop petticoat ; and t placing it over a 
trap , makes mimical circles with bis / word •, then comet 
up to the Poet , and bolds out his band , with a demand , in 
dumb Jhow. * 


Poet. What Would Pelican have P noble Genius ! 

Gen. He fcents fomething, I am afraid, in a poetical 
pocket, that he ftands in«need of, for raifmg the devil. 

Poet. Says he fo ? fays he fo P — Egad ! and I can fit 
him, to a hair. — There, take it. — ’Tis my purfle: and as 
m pnpty, as thy mouth. Ebony. — It is in the condition of an 
old maid, of fome threefcore and ten ; gone to ruin by 
lying byt\ and not worn out by uflng, I give thee my word 
on’ r . — A filly country couGn of mine, took it into her 
head to fend it me up for a fairing l the poor girl meant 
it feriouQy : for fhe knew nothing at all of the world. 
So, I coul&jftt, you know, take it ill of her.— But, it 
* “ was 
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Jfjgj | token quite out of agr wayfi>?4v& ? might &T$lil 
flgfmade me a pnJtt of hef/^^K 

[Harlequin r§ms t^pMrft, with a /bake of bis h/ad. 

What? It won’t do, thwiv-to tell you the plain truth, 

I thought lo. The devil knows- how to chule Iptber. -He 
qnderftands empty purfes too well to be guHdo , hy»$he$n. 
Well — I can’t help it, honeft Ebony. We ^Ofcts, thou 
fee’ll;, arcbat fcanty fuppliers of materials to charm withal. 

Cm, Have you no new Ode ? no PantgyricX P or copy 
of vtrfts , to give him ? 

Poet. Aye .'—with all my heart.— If the devil loves 
lean give him his dofe of it. Is it/o,then?— is it fo ? I fee to 
what part of the world good Tafte has been travelling ! — 
They fay, indeed, that he picks virtues away from us, 
as faft as he can. — Phoebus knows how long we may 
Continue rich enough to fupply him with any ! 

Here, here if poetry will pleafe him, I have a 

fmaU quantity, at his fervice. [Draws a huge parcel 

out of bis pockety as much as he can poffibly grafp. 

Stay, let me reari thee a few of the titles : for, it' 
gteedy a devourer as cloven-foot, thy brother Ebony, Sa 
reported to be, he may be too dainty, I am afraid, for 
Ipcqe things, that go down well enough in other places. 

[Reads. J A Dedication , to the right honourable the Lord 
— — y— What 1*1 fuppofe, by that four (hake of your 
head, you mud have fomething more found and fub- 
ftantial ? Nay, to do but mere juftice to truth, if it were 
hot for the lyes we can lard with, dedication is a very dry 
meal ; and too hard for the devii’s digeftion. 

[Reads another.} An Ode, on the triumph of Tafte, in Great 
Britain. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha— The rogue fhakes his 
ears at the found of it, as if he woq’d throw ’em in mfr 

face That was only a Bit*, Ebony ; 1 read what 

was not there , on purpofe to provoke thee. * * 

[Reads a third .J An effay , on the flow, but poffible.re- 
ftoratioA of wit , and, future influence of virtue , in theft 
kingdoms. 

[Harlequin /notches it tQtafbfs band. 

, ™ O, ho 1 
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laftequjn tripping once or t^kfoumi the petticoat , /iraw 
the pdfitr into the bottom of Mi, whence immediately flqflei 
jt fiam'$$r-Afttt winch, there cdme up, through the hoof, 
flrft, the figure of Truth, quick add' boldly ^ then oj 
Tp$p, flow and heavily. t 


Poet. How now ! what ftrange figures are thefe f 
Gen. Truth, and Time, Mr. Jfoghtfaftiion. M|s|§ ch< 

dance, mind the dance It will comfort you. N 

>■ [The dance of Truth and Time, is as follows. 


Truth is dreffed in a flefh-colour' d canvas, feprefekting‘tbt 
figure of a woman quite naked, except Jkifls of Whip i 
Jilk. Her hair loofe , hanging doufb to the Iffim efhei 
back. A beautiful majk hides its edges, under her hair. 
On her breaft is a ftlver fun, brand and beamy, bi bb! 
band, a round looking-glafs, with a lohg handle. i 

fhe drefs of T ime is in canvas of a follower colour, ag# 
r appearing Jhrii ett'd and wrinkly. His Jkirts are ofbthtk 
Pays. His hair is a long lock before, but be is quite Mala 
behind. He has a fey the in bis right hand $ attain his lef 
hand an bour-glafs. * • 

Truth leaps up, through and over the petticoat : Time tftep: 
out under it. 

Trifth advances in light and fwift meafures , toward Harlem 
quin: exprefling rage and contempt, and pointing at bet 
glafs , as defltous tojhevrhm his true figure in it. 

Time is long in crawling out ; often flopping to look towara 
tbem\ and flaking his bead, at a dtjlance 
< Here the meafure becomes graver, and more flow, aiid 
Truth, being met boldly by Harlequin, preftnts her glafs 
at him : who , infltad of feetning afham'd of the figure he 
makes in it, furveys himfetf with pleaftcre and rapture ; 
examines his per f on all round, fets hts face , rUbs his teeth, 
combs , brgfles, twirls, dances, and gives himfelf all Ibt 
fop aikreMh.imi at bis dreffmg glafs. 
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* heavy andjlmjteps , «»<j then bafts/ and fonts i fbefi,, 
goes on a few morelMcb tf&fo ^ directing %is way round Me 
fides of the ft age ; expg$tf)g eameft defire to furpnze 
Harlequin, and often Jhakiiig bis feythe, and fits bour- 
glafs at him, and /tamping, impatiently, wit# loud and 
firong beats' of bis feet, to the time of tbe mafic, 

All ibefe motions are accompanied and directed, by correfpon- 
dent halts , flow meafures, and breaks inflbe muflc. 

Tbe notes , now, become quicker again ; and Harlequin fpit- 
ting upon theglafs , turns bis back upon Truth : who, pro- 
vok'd by tbe contempt, ftrikes him with her glafs, as be is 

* flipping away from her. Upon that, he turns, and^attaeks 
her antickly, with his wooden /word ; and proving nimblejt 

' in the fteps of the dance ^ furrounds, overcomes , and takes 
her prifoner ; making her kneel before him, with her bands 
. ty'd behind her — while he dances round, and infults her in 
that mortifying pofture. . 

The tune fuddenly changing into the fclemn and melancholy. 
Time redoubles ht{ figns of impatience, and getting near 
enough to reach Truth with the point of his feythe, cuts 
the firing Jhe was ty'd by : — whereupon Jhe ftartitytp, 
receives the feythe into her own hands, and mowing (in 
meafure) fft Harlequin, now on one fide of the Jlage , now 
on the othef,t he tumbles heels over head ; and, at lajt , 

• rolls off in great fright and diforder. 

The muflc , then, rifles to triumph : and the figures of 
.< Truth an.t Time dance ouf, hand in hand, in purfuit of 
the runaway. 9 

Poet. Methinks, there is fomething that looks ominous 
in this allegory. — Thefe two children of Ebony’s^loe.^% 
and Death , in the Paradife If, feem to threaten the.der. 
ftrudtion of their parent. . , 

ce«. Let hereafter be left to itfelf. Many phapges 

will happen in the v^orld, in whofe good, or whole evil, 
you will claim no fhare, Mr. Lightfafloion . — -Our Apollo 
will be the reigning Apollo, for your life at, leaft : and 

that 
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that is enough to intitle him to your worlhip. Stand 

ftill, and attend with due reverence the invocation 1 am 
about to make for you. 

Poet. You don’t intend magic too, I hope. 

Gen. Fear nothing * or but fear, for your Pbcebus. 

Wanes her wand , and a fpirit , robed in blacky arifes and fiftgt* 

Grecian idol ! Vain Apollo ! 

Go — be gone— you reign no longer. 

We’ll a fprightlier Pbcebus follow, 
v Happier, more belov’d, and younger : 

, Go — be gone — you reign no longer. . 

In finding tbe word be gonq,i» the laft line , at a ft amp of the 
foot , a peal of thunder ts beard ; at which tbe eyes and rays 
of Apollo are fuddenl ) darkened His bow and harp fall 
out of his hands ; and the image finks down out of fight.— 
Harlequin appears fitting in his place , with a conjuring 
wand in one had , and a fool’s cap in the other. 

Poet . How horrible is this ! 

Gen. Bedumb.--Bend,bend. Approach with humble awe: 
Kneel here and profper. 

Poet Jed up by the Genius , kneels before Harlequin, ihho offers 
him bis toe to be kiffed : then, nodding propifious, delivers 
the wand into his hand ; and crowns him * with the fool's* 
tap : with which , m high rapture , the Poet returns to- 
ward tbe Genius. 

• 

Poet. [. Pointing to his cop.] ’Tis mine / The great, 

the myftic gift , is mine ! 

Gen. Aye — but don’t, in your rapture, forget what 
might be proper to fay to an audience, now youarebrought 
Within profpe<5t of getting one. 

Poet. Come you forward, along with your new convert; 
and keep a bafhful beginner in countenance. 

[Genius and Poet ionic forward, and fpeak 
( not fingj v.ha* follows. 

Gen. 


y 0 L. n. 
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Got. O, ye Ladies, and Gentlemen, all ( . , , 

Mark the Poet ; and lend him an ear s 
Our Apollo has fent him a caU v 
That Will eafe the gay world of their fear. 

2. 

Now, if e'er he offends, any more. 

By writings, too grave, to be read s 
Then, this new*f afhion’d bays, which he wore. 
Will deferve to be nail'd to his head. 

Poet. Let 'em laugh ; — 'tis my purpofe to win, 

Tho' they drefs Mr. Bays , like an afs , 

They may find, if they chance to peep in. 
There’s a Snake in the Poet’s grafs. 
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T O 

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 

FREDERIC 

PRINCE of WALES. 


SIR, 

* 

T H O’ a Prince is bom a Patron, yet the benevolent 
difpofition of his heart gi # ves a nobler title to the 
homage of the Arts , than all the greatnefs of his power, to 

prated them. Their r espect is (either way) fo much 

your Royal Highnefs’s unqueflion’d duet that he, who 
afis your leave to offer it, calls in question your preroga- 
tive } or means to fell his acknowledgments. 

They have not marked, with penetration, the di- 
ftin&ion of your fpirit, who dare look upon you as inclofed 
againft the accefs of futurity . The judgment and hu- 
manity of Princes are obfcured, by too much difficulty in 
approaching them. Nor can the benefadofs of mankind 
be fb far inconfiflent with themfelves, as to interpofe the 
obftacles of diftance, or cold ceremony, between their 
goodnefs, and our gratitude. , 

It were indeed, forae violation of the laft , not to de- 
vote Alzira to the hand, that honoured her, in public, 
with an applaufe fo warm, and weighty, at her firft ap- 
pearance on the Engltfh theatre. When tragedies are 

throng in fentiment , they will be touchftones to the hearers 
hearts. The narrow, and inhumane, will be unattentive, 
or unmoved : while Princely fpirits like your Royal 
Highnefs’sv (impelled by their own ponfcious tendency) 
ffiew an example, in their generous fenfibility, how great 
thoughts arc received, by thofe, who can think greatly. 

I 3 l our 
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' Your Royal Highnefs, fo perftfting to keep reafon and 
nature in countenance at the Theatres, would university 
(JlaMtJh , what you lb openly avow. For, if where men 
love, they imitate. Your example will be copied , by fo 
many n millions, that the influence of your attraction m(ift 
foon plant your tafte, and overfpread thuee kingdoms 
with your laurels. 

It may at prefent be a fruitlefs , but it ca*n never be an ir- 
rational wilh, that a Theatre intirely nesiv, (if not rather the 
old ones ,'nevo-modelled) proidflng only what is ferious and 
manly , and made lacred to the mteretis of wifdom and vir- 
tue, might arife, under lome powerful and popular pro- 
tedion. — To what lengths of improvement would not 
fuch a fpur provoke gefltus ! ■ Or, fhould it Jail to do 

that, it wou’d make manifeft, at lead, that rather wit is 
wanting, than encouragement : and, that thefe opprobrious 
excrefcences of our Stage, which, under the difguife of 
entertainments , have defamed, and infulted a people , had 
a meaner derivation J than from the hope pf delighting ouy 
Princes. 

It ha§ been a misfortune to poetry, in this nation, that 
it was too fupercilioufly under rated \ and, (to acknow- 
ledge the tfutlj, on both fides) for the mofl pair, praftifed 
too lightly. — But, by thofe who confider it according to 
the demand of its character, it wi]l be found intitled, 
beyond many other arts, to the political affedion of 
Princes : For, as the great'Sir Francis fiacon has remarked, 
while Hiftory but waits on Fortune, with too ferviie a re- 
ftridion, Poetry corrects and commands her: — Becaufe, 
redifying the obliquity of natural events,, by a more equi- 
table formation of rational onps, the Poet, inftead of con* 
graining the mind to fuceeffes , adapts, and calls out 
v events, to the meafures of reafon and virtue -, maintaining 
Providence triumphant, againft the oppofuions of nature , 
and accident. 4 

Dramatic poetry, in this bold purpofe, ads with moft 
immediate, and manifefi confequence becaufe, aflembling 
together all, that animates ? invites, or enforces , it works, 

wi(h 



DEDICATION. ,i 9 

with incredible influence, upon the paffions of a people, 
after they have been refined, and induced to its reliih. — 
|t does this, in fb confefs’d a degree, that our great philofo- 
pher, above-named, beautifully calls it the bow of the 
mind: as if he had faid, The Stage is an inlirument in the 
hands of the Poet, as capable of giving modulation and 
tone to the heart; as the bow to the violin, in the 
hand of a muftcian. 

There is another advantage in poetry, which ftill fur- 
ther intitles it to the protection of Princes, who are lovers 
(like your Royal Highnefs) of ages which are only to 
bear of them. - -Other arts have iome Jingle, hnd limited 
effeff : but the creations of poetry have a power to mul- 
tiply their fpecies , in new and emulative fuccejfions of vir- 
tue, and heroifm : the seeds, as it were, of thole paffions, 
which produce noble qualities* being fown in all poems 
of genius. 

If fuch defirable effects are, now, l$fs common than 
anciently, it is only where u tuneful emptinefs is miltaken 
for poetry, and, a calm, cold, i'enfe, conveyed in unpaf- 
fionate metre : whereas poetry has fto element, but pas- 
sion ; and therefore, rhyme, turn, meafure, arc but 
fruitlefs affectations, where a spirit is not found, that 
gives the heat, and the enthvfmfm ; — the poet, to lay all 
in a word, who can be read, without ejceitfcment of emo- 
tions in the heart, having been, bufily, loftng his pains ; 
like a fmith, who would fafhion cold iron. — --He may 
have the regular return , in the defcent of the ftrokes ; — 

the infignificant jingle, \n the ring of the found; and 

the hammering delight in the labour : but, he has 

neither the penetration , the glow ;— nor the fparkling . 

When, infome unbending moment, your Royal High- 
nefs Hull reflcCt, perhaps, on the molt likely meafures, 
for diminifhing our pretences to poetry, yet augmenting 
its effential growth, how kind would Heaven be to the 
* legitimate friends of the Muffs, Ihould it, at that time, 
whifper in your ear, that no art her fiourifhed (in Monar- 
chies) till the favour of the Court made it fafhiouable ? 

I 4 On 
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On my own part, I have little to fay, worth the ho* 
nour of your notice on this fubjcdt; being no more than 
an bumble folicitor, for an event I have nothing to hope 
from. Not that I prefume to reprefent myielt as too 
ftoical to feel the advantage of diJUntiion. I am only too 
bufy , to be difpofed for purfuing it : having renounced the 
world, without quitting it •, that, (landing aftae in an un- 
crowdec corner, I might efcape being burned along in 
the duft of the Jhow ; and quietly lee, aau ronfider, the 
whole , as it pajfcs : inftead of adting apart in it ; and that, 
perhaps, but a poor one. 

In a lituation, fo calm, and untroubled, there arifes a 
falutary habitude, of fuppofing distinction to be 
lodged in the mma ; — and ambi i'ion, in the u t , md com- 
mand, of the faculties. — Such a choice may be filent j 
but it is not unaftive. — - — Nay, I am afraid, he who 
makes it, is but a concealed kind of epicure ; u twith- 
ilanding his pretences to forlcaraiue , and pbiloj'opby. 
tot, while he partakes, in full rehlh, ah ■ lie infelt enjoy- 
ments of life, he throws nothing of it away, but its falfe 
face, and its prejudices. — • He takes care to live at peace , 
in the very center of malice , and fathon : >, viewing 

greatnefs , t -witbout hope, he views it, alio, with/, it envy. 

Upon the whole, tho’ there may be a lulpicion of 
fomething tob felfijh, in this perfonal fyftem of iberty, it 
will 'ree a man, in a mon ent, from all tho.e byaffmg 
parttalites. , which hang theit dead weight upon judgment ; 
and leave him, as dijintereftcd a fpeftaior of the virtues, . 
or vices, of cotemporary greatnefs , as. of that, which hif- 
tory has tranfmitted to him, from times he had nothing 
to do with.- I am, therefore. Jure it is no flattery, 
when 1 congratulate your Royal Highnefs, on the hu- 
mane glories of your future reign, and thank you for a 
thouiand bleflings, I expet It not to partake of 

l am, with a profound refpedt, Sir, 

Your Royaj. Highness's, 

Moft obedient, and moil humble fervattf* 

A. Hi li,* 




PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr. Johnson. 

T/fffH E N cold tranflation clings to copied thought , 

And freedom Jloops to Jleal, what Jlavery wrote , 

Such pilf ring poets, for their name unfit. 

Are traitors : and renounce their country's wit. 

From a French fpring, tho', firft Alzira drew i 
Her ftream runs English, now, and flows for you. 

Rich Britain borrows, but with generous end : 

Whate'er Jhe takes from F ranee, fhe takes to mend. 

Not that the French want fire — but wafie its rage : 

Ram. in he field — to deep upon the ftage. 

French wit is like French politit s—fine drawn : 

But thin, and flimfey — a mere . obweb lawn. 

England weaves flow, but ftrong with doubtful bead— 

Hangs o'er the Jhuttle - but flukes home the thread . 

Roufe her toft Mtife re-wake her*fil:unb' rirg feene, 

2 Uachfhew, to animate and found, to mean. 

Now, while , flow-drawn, your dreaded fwords prevail. 

And Commerce, 'fpite of eniy, Jpnads her fail 
Stoop not to forfeit Wit’s all bright' mng claiyr :* 

Arms, Trade, and Pen fhould guard the Conqu’rorV fame. 

Tafie, for your felves. — Be All French Power difdain'df 
fifot ev'n a flave , will bear his fancy chain'd. 

Off with their fripp'ry anodes : Their Kings, in vain. 

Attempt you. Shall their cooks , and tailors , reign ? 

Crofs 'em indrefs, tafle, treaties, arms - and dance. 

Scorn, ev'n a fiep, that leaves the lead, to France. 

Smile, at the pride their light ftage-caperer feels 1 
Firm-fianding Britons need no fiymg heels. 

Blefi ifle / while every groaning nation, round. 

Bends to the f erode yoke, ignobly bound! 

Thou l from their confines, and their mis'ries, rent. 

Safe, fea-fet gem ! thy own great continent l 
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Shew'ft a tame , truckling worlds one gen'rom land. 
Where -power ne'er profper'd , tit a ty ran tfs band f 
To-night, new flare, that gild an alien pole. 

Flame from the fouth, with free-born fire of Joitl. 

Gims, from Peru, rarer than gold we bring : 

A people, fav'd from Jlav'ry - by their King ! 

Rome’j bloody fword-knot , by church ribbands tied : 
And zeal, and depredation, clofe allied ! 

Infult reveng'd, by freedom's broken chain t 
Repuls'd ambition — * — and corrected Spain. 

Lend your* brave bands — befriend our patriot caufe. 
What Briton wars - on liberty, and laws ? 

Oh, Liberty ! thou fun Jhtne of the heart ! 

Thou fmile of nature ! and thou foul of art 1 
Without thy aid, no human hope cou'dgrow : 

And love, and wealth, and wifdom, were but — woe ! 
Here ihcu mufl dwell — thy face no flave dares fee : 

And who, not Britilh born, is now left tree ? 

Hither from Rome, thy tafte, thy genius, flies. 

For fancy cannot live , — where courage dies. 

Hail, my loft hope, Jhe cries — infpir'd by me, 

Wifh, think, talk , write, and a dt for liberty . 
let * would you build my fabric , to endure. 

Be your hearts warm but , let your hands be pure. 

Never, to fhine', yourfelves, your country fell : 

Lifplac'd, think nobly : when m power , adt well. 

Combine, like modern fight, like ancient Rome, 

War but abroad 0, tafte fweet Peace, at home. 

Let no felf-ferver general truft betray : 

No pique, no party, bar the public way. 

Front an arm'd world, with union on your fide ; 
ffo foe Jhall fhake you ———-if no friends divide , 
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Spoken by Mrs. Giffard. 

cr’HE fifth ARpaft, you'll think itftrange , to find 
My fceni of deep diftrefs //, yet, behind ! 

'Task'd for the Epilogue, 1 fear you'll blame 

My want of what you love, behind that name. 

$ut, for my foul , 1 can't , from fuch high fcening, 

JTefceud , plum down at once , to double-meaning. 

Judges ! protest me *- and pronounce it fit. 

That folemn fenfe Jhould end with ferious wit. , 

When the full heart o’erflows , with pleafing pain. 

Why Jhould we with, to wake th' mpreffton vain ? 

Why, when two thinking hours have fix’d the play, 

Shou'd two light moments , laugh, its ufe away ? 

'■Iwere to proclaim your virtues but a jb&t, 

Shou'd they who ridicule 'em , pleafe you bejl , 

No — at your Alloys hand‘s henceforth , require 

Off' rings more apt ; and a fubiimer fire ! 

! Thoughts , that may rivet, not efface^ the June : 

Aids to the mind ; not flott'yies for the i'pleen. . 

When love , hate , pity , doubt , hope, grief, \ and rage , 

With clafhing influence , fire the glowing Stage j # 

When the touch'd heat t, relenting into woe, # 
from others’ fate, does its own dangers kftow ; 

When foft'ning tendernefs unlocks the mind , 
the ftretch’d bofom takes in all mankind ; 

Sure , *tii no time, for the bold hand of wit 
To fnatch back virtues,* front the plunder’d pit. 

Still, be it ours, to give you feenes, thus ftrong, 

And yours, to cherijh , and retain 'em , long 1 
Then , Jhall the Stage its general ufe endear ■, 

And every virtue , gather firmnefs here. 

Pow'r be, to pardon — wealth to pity, mov’d •, 

And truth be taught the art, to grow beiov’d : 

Women, to charm, withfafl, and Jure, fflfitt-. 

And men, to love ’em, with a foft refpefl. • 

* Till wit, found ufefttl, goes for more than name, 

And all who feel its ,> fluotice , fan its flame. 
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Perions reprefented. 


Don Carlos, Viceroy of W ' G ff 

for Che Spaniards, JMr. W. 


Don Alvarez, Father of Don 7 r'. 

Carlos, and former V iceroy, J Mr * Giffard * 

of i Mr - /— 

0f }Mr. Hava*d. 


Alzira, Daughter of Ezmont, Mrs. Giffard, 


Emir a, 
Cephania, 


IAlzira’s Womend 

J 1 


Spanijh and American Captains and Soldiers. 


S C E N E, in the City of Dima; 
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TRAGEDY. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Don Alvarez , Don Carlos. 

Ah. A T length, the Coum /, partial to my pray’r, 
/\ Has, to a Ton I love, transferr’d my pow’r. 
Carlos, rule, happy : be a Viceroy , long 1 
I,ong, for thy Prince, and for thy God, maintain 
This younger, richer, lovelier, half the globe ; 

Too fruitful, heretofore, in wrongs, and blood * 
Crimes, the lamented growths of pow’rful^#/<// 

Safe, to thy abler hand, devolve refign’cf. 

Thole fov’reign honours, which opprefs’d my years. 
And dimm’d the feeble lamp of wafted age. 

Car. Long may it lhine, aftd warm us with its rays ! 
Alv. It has too long, but not unufeful, flam'd. 

7, firft, o’er wond’ring Mexico, in arms, 

March’d the new horrors of & world unknewn\ 

/fleer’d the floating tow’rs of fearlefs Spain, 

Through the plow’d bofom of an untried fea. 

Too happy t had my labours been fo blefs’d. 

To change my brave aflociates rugged fouls. 

And foften llubborn heroes into mIn, 

Their cruelties , my fon, eclips’d their glory ; 


And 
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And I have wept a conqu’ror’s fplcndid fhame. 

Whom Heav’n net better made, and, yet, mstde, gf"edt! 

Weary’d at length, I reach my life’s laft verge} 

Where I fhall, peaceful, veil my eyes in reft } 

If, ere they clofe, they but behold my Carlos 
Ruling PotojTs realm, by Cbriftthn laws, ' 

And making gold more rich, by gifts from Heav’n. 

Car. Taught and fupported, by your great example} 

I learnt, beneath your eye, to conquer, realms. 

Which, by your councils, I may learn to govern ; 

Giving thofe laws, I firft, receive, from you. 

Ah. Not fo. — Divided pow’r is pow’r difarm' d. 
Out-wo'rn by labour, and decay’d by time. 

Pomp is no more my wifh. Enough, for me. 

That, heard in council, age may temper rafhnefs. 

Car. Were it not nobler, ftill to hold faft pow’r ? 

Alv. Truft me, mankind but ill rewards the painl 

Of over-prompt ambition. ’Tis, now, time 

To give my long-negle&ed God thofe hours. 

Which clofe the languid period of my days. 

One only gift I afk : refufe not that : 

As friend, I afk it; and, as father, claim. 

Pardon thofe poor Americans, condemn’d. 

For wand’ring hither, and, this morning, feiz’d. 

To my difpoial give ’em kindly up, 

That liberty, unhop’d, may charm the more. 

A day like this fhould merit fmilesfrom all j 
And mercy, foft’mng jullice, mark it blef/d. 

Car. Sir, all, that Fathers afk, they muft command. 
Yet, condefcend to rerolledk, how far 
Companion, undeferv’d, might hazard all. 

Ah. Curious, but innocent, they draggled hither. 

Car. In infant towns, like ours, methinks ’twere fafe* 
Not to familiarize thefe favage clans. 

If we permit their fpies to look too near us. 

We teach ’em, at our coft, to flight thofe fires, 

They once flew trembling from, when diftant i’een* 
Frowning revenge; and founds of aweful dreadt 

3 Not 
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Not finding pity tames thefe fullen fouls. 

The four American, unbroke, and wild. 

Spurns, with indignant rage, and bites his chain ; 
Humble, if punilh’d ; if regarded, fierce. 

Pow’r Jtckens by forbearance : rigid men, 

Who feel not pity’s pangs, are bed obey’d. 

Spaniards, ’tis true, impell’d by honour’s laws. 

Submit, unmurm’nng ; and, unforc’d, go right : 

But barb’rous nations muft be held by fear ; 

Rein’d, and ipurr’d hard, and bow’d to due controul. 
The Gods themfelves, in this ferocious clime. 

Till they look grim with blood, excite no drea<|. 

Alv. Away, my fon, with thefe detefted fchemcs [ 
Perilh fuch politic reproach of rule ! 

Are we not captains in our Maker’s caufe. 

O’er a new Chrtftian world to dretch his name. 

His peaceful name ! And fhail we dare convert 
By murders , which our holy cheats call zeal? 

Shall we difpeople realms, and kill, to fame ? 

No, my mifguided Carlos, the broad eye 
Of one Creator takes in all mankind. 

His laws expand the heart ; and reverend madmen. 

Who, by dedru&ion, would extend belief. 

Stamp in thefe Indians honed breads a J'corn , 

Of all we teach, from what they fee, we do. 

Car. Yet, the learn’d props of our unAring Church 
Taught my late youth, committed to their care. 

That ignorance, averfe, mud be compel? d. 

Alv. Our prieds are all for vengeance, fotce, and fire. 
And only in his tbunden, aft their God. 

Hence, we fcem thieves ; and what we feem, we are . 
Spain has robb'i every growth of this new world. 

But its plain, honed, nature ! Vain, unjud, 

Proud, cruel, covetous, we, we, alone. 

Are the Barbarians, here! — — An Indian heart 
Equals in courage, the mod prompt of ours ■, 

But in fimplicity of artlefs truth , . 

And every in-felt virtue’s warmth, excels us. 
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Car. Werepoliih’d manners theirs, their truth were lovely 
Alv. Had they, like us, been bloody ; had they not 
By pity's pow’r been mov’d, and mercy's lovej 
No fon of mine had heard a father , now. 

Reprove his erring rafhnefs. —You forget , 

That when a pris'ner , in their hands, then lately 
Gall’d and provok’d by every cruel wrong. 

When I alone furviv’d, fome Indian archers 
Knew me, and fuddenly pronounc’d my name. 

At once their bows, unbrac’d, o’erfpread the ground } 
And a young Savage Chief whom, yet, I know not , 
Graceful, approach’d ; and, kneeling, prefs’d my knees* 

“ Alvarez! is it j you, (he cry’d) Live, long! 

“ Ours be your virtue. , but not ours your blood ! 

“ Live — and inftrudt oppreflors, to be lov'd'' 

— Blefs’d be thofe tears% my fon ! — I think, you weept 
Joy to your foft’ning foul ! Humanity 
Has pow’r, in nature's right, beyond a father. 

Car. He who unmov’d can hear fuch worth, has none. 
Alv. But from what motive fprung this late decline , 
From clemency of heart to new-born rigour ? 

Had you been always cruel, with what brow 
Could you have hop’d to charm the lov’d Alzira ? 
Heirefs to’ realms, difpeopled by your fword ! 

At once you* Qaptive , lhe— and Conqu'ror , too. 

Truft me, vJith women worth a wife man’s wilh. 

The fofteft lover, ever, beft fucceeds. 

Car. Sii, I obey: Your, pleafure breaks their chains; 
But is it not our duty to convert ’em ? 

So, runs the King’s command. — So, wills the Church* 
So, thrives Religion, and compels the blind 1 
So, draws our holy Altar fouls, by force. 

Till oppofitioq dies, and fleeps in peace : 

So, links a govern’d world in Faith's ftrong chain ; 

And but one Monarch ferves j and but one God. 

Alv. Hear me, my fon.-That, crown’d, in this new world. 
Religion may ere& hor holy throne. 

Is what, with ardent zeal, my foul defires 1 

Let 
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Let Heav'n and Spain find, here, no future foe ! 

Yet, ne’er -fhall perfection's offspring thrive t ' , 

For, the forc'd heart, fubmits but to rejift. 

Reafon gains all men, by compelling none. 

Mercy was always Heavens diftinguifli’d mark i 
And he, who bears it not, has no friend there. 

Car. Your reafons like your arms are fure to conquer; 
I dm inftrufted, and ennobled by ’em ! 

Indulgent virtue dwells in all you fay. 

And loftens, while you fpeak, the lift’ning foul ! 

Since Heav’n has blefs’d you with this powerful gift* 
To breathe perfuafion, and un-charm refolves, . 
Pronounce me favour’d, and you make me fo. 

Warm my Alzira’s coldnefs j mould her heart ; 

And teach her to be mine. — -I love that maid, 

Spite of my pride ! blulh at it,— v but, love on. 

Yet will I ne’er, to footh unyielding fcorn, 

Unman the foldier in the lover's caufe. 

I cannot fan, too long, this hopeiefs flame j 
But I can die, to quench it. — Aid my paflion t 
You can do all things with Alzira’s lather. 

—Bid him command his daughter to be kind. 

Bid him — But, whither would my love miflead me ! 
Forgive the blind prefumption ol a wifli. 

That to my weaknefs ftoops my father’s ranlg ; 

And fends him, beggar , to an Indian’s doorl 

Alv. ’Tis done, already. 1 have urg’d it to him* 
Ezmont has mov’d his daughter, in your caule : 

Wait the prepar’d event. Heav’n has been kind * 

Since thefe illuftrious*captives, both, are Chriftians: 
Ezmont, my convert, and his daughter, his. 

Alzira governs a whole people's mind : 

Each watchful Indian reads her itudy’d eye, 

And to her heart's firlt wifli, conforms his own. 

Your marriage will unite two diftant worlds: 

For, when .the ftern repiner at our pow’r. 

Sees, in your arms, the daughter of his King, 

His willing neck fhall court the yoke he icorn’d. 
l Vol. II. K 
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Look, where good Ezmont eomdil-*— Retire, fay fortf 
And leave me to complete the talk begun. [Exit Cir, 

Enter Ezmont. 

Welcome my friend : your council, or command. 

Has left I hope, Alzira well relblv’d. 

Ezm. Great fatber of the friendlefs ! — Pardon,^/, » 
If one, wnofe fword feem’d fatal to her race. 

Keeps her heart cold, with fome remains' of horror. 

We move with lingering fteps, to thofe vrefear. 

But prejudice will fly, before your voice j 
Whole winning manners confecrate your laws. — 

To you, who gave us Heav’n, our earth is due. 

Yours our new being ! our enlighten’d fouls ! 

Spain may hold realms , by purchafe of her fword : 

And worlds may yield to pow’r — but we, to virtue. 
Alv. ’Twas Heaven’s the glorious change— —be Hea- 
ven’s the praife ! 

Ezm. Your bloody nation’s unfucceeding pride 
Had made their God difguftful as their crimes ! 

We faw him, baitful, in their murd’rous zeal ; 

But lov'd him, in your mercy . — From your heart. 

His influence ftream’d accepted: and my crown. 

My daughter* and my foul, became»your Haves. 

Father, at oncd, of Carlos, and of me, 

I give him my Alzira, for your fake : 

And, with her, givfe Potofi and Peru. 

Summon the rev’rend choirs prepare the rites: 

And tfuft my promife, for my daughter* s "Will. 

Ah. Blefs’d be the long-wilh’d uniori^-This joy paft, 
I (hall go down in pence, and hail my grave. 

Thou ! Great Injpirer ! whofe Almighty hand 
Drew the darlf r«/ afide, that fcreon’d a world. 

Smile on thefe nuptials, which, confirm’d by thee. 

Shall, in one empire, grafp the circled globe. 

And talk the fun’s whole round, to meafure Spain ( 
Ezmont, farewel — I go to greet rty fin. 

With welcome news, how muchhe owes my friend. [Exit, 

Ezmont, 
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Ezmont, atone. 

Oh ! riamelefs Pow’r, unequall’d, and alone ! 

Whole dreadful vengeance overwhelm'd, at once. 

My country, and her Gods, too weak to fave! 

Prated my failing years from new diftrefs. 

Robb’d of my ail; but one dear daughter left me ? 

Oh ! guard her heart ; and guide her, t» be kiefs' d! 

, Enter Alzira. 

Smile, and be happy , while good-fortune courts thee ; 
And in thy bleffmg^ chear thy country’s woe. • 

Prated the vanquifh’d : rule the Vidor’s will : 

Seize the bent thunder in his lifted hand ; 

And, from defpair’s low feat remount a throne. 

Alz. I have no wilh to charnv— no joy, to reign. • 

Ezm. Lend the lov’d public thy reludant heart | 

And in the joy of millions , find thy own. 

Nay, do not weep, Alzira: f-^ars will, A ow t 
Seem infults; and reproach thy father’s care, 

Alz. Sir, if Alzira’s peace was evej dear, 

Shut not your ear to my delpairing grief. 

Ezm. Urge it no more : it is an til- tim'd forrow. 

Away I I had thy kind confent before. * 

Alz. No — You compel the frightful facrifici : 

And, ah * remorfelefs Heav’n ' at what a time ! 

When the rais’d fword of this all-murd’fing lover 
Hangs o’er my people’s heads, with threatening fway. 

To {hike the trembling remnant from my fight. 

And mark my nuptial day, their day of death! 

Omens on omens have pronounc’d it curs'd . 

Ezm. Quit thefe vam iears, thefe fuperftitious dreams* 
Of unconfiding ignorance 1 What day-? 

Whai omens ? We ourfelves, who chufe our ads, 

Make our own days, or happy, 'or accurs’d. 

Alz ' i'was on this day , the pride of all our {fate, 
Zamor, the great, the warlike Zamor, fell ; 

Zamor, my lover, and your purpos’d ion. 

K a Ezm. 
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Ezm. Zamor was brave : and I have mourn’d his fall* 
But the cold grave dijfolves ev’n lovers' vows. 

Bear to the altar, then, a heart refolv’d : 

And bid thy fummon’d virtue prop thy weaknefi. 

Is not thy foul enroll’d a Chriftian ? — Hear me. 

The aweful Power , that lent the Chrtjlians name , 

Speaks, in my voice j commands thee to be won. 

Hear Him : and learn obedience to His will. 

Ah. Alas, my father ! /pare this dreadful zeal. 

Has not the Parent fpoke ? Why fpeaks-the God ? 

I know, andlconfefs, a father’s power : 

At bis command, to facrifice the life 
He gave me, is a duty Nature taught. 

But my obedience pafies Nature’s bounds } 

Whate’er I fee is, with my father’s eyes-, 

Whate’er I love is, with, my father's tafte; 

1 chang’d my very Gods, and took my father's. 

Yet has this father, pioufly fever e. 

Wrong’d my bdieving weaknefs, and undone me. 

You told me, to compofe my troubled heart. 

Peace held her dwelling at the altar’s foot. 

You told me, that religion cur’d defpair ; 

And l'often’d evt ry pang that pierc’d the foul. 

All, al!, 1 was kind deceit! all, dear delujion! 

Mix'd with jh’ impreflion of an aweful God, 

A human image ftruggles in my heart. 

And checks its willing virtue in its rifing. 

Zamor, though dead to nature , lives to love. 

Zamor ilill tuumphs in Alxira’s bread* 

Lord of her foul, and holds back all* her wilhes. 

You frown — Alas ! you blame a guilt you caus'd. 
Stench then this ilame for one you bad me love* 

And force me to be his , whom moft I hate. 

If my dear country calls, I muf. refign. 

Yet, when you drag me to the altar’s foot. 

Tremble, to hear my tongue deceive my God * 

To hea.‘mc, to youp dreadful choice devote 
A heart, that beats unchang’d, another's due. 

Ezm 
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Ezm. Alas, my child, what unweigh'd words are thefe t 
Pity my age, unfit for length* ning woes : 

Weaknefs afks reft : Pity thefe falling tears. 

By all our fates, that all depend on thee. 

Let me conjure thee, to be blefid, thyfelf. 

Nor clofe in wretchednefs my life’s laft fcene. 

Why wou’d I live , but to redeem thy hopes ? 

For thy own fake, not mine, ajjift my care. 

Blaft not the rip’ning profpedt of thy peace. 

Hard, and, with labour’d patience, flowly grown. 

Novo, on thy inftant choice, depends thy fate ! 

Why find I thine ? ’Tis a vi\\o\tpeople*s fate ! * 

Wilt thou betray ’em ? have they other help ? 

Have they one hope, but thee P — Think, think, Alzira •, 
And nobly lofe thyjclf, to lave a ftate. [ Exit. 

Ah. Cruel accomplilhment ► fublime defeft 1 • 

So ftramwe virtues, to becomes, throne. 

Till public duty drowns our private truth. 

Enter Don Carlos. 

• 

Car. Prino-fs, you give a lover caufe to doubt, 

That this long labour of your flow confent 
Springs from a heart too cold to feel his flame. * 

While, for your fake, fu I pended law forbears 
To punifli rebels, whom you wifh to five. 

Ungrateful, you demand a nation's freedom ; 

Yet, bind, in recompence, my chains, more dole ! 

But, milconceive me not.—- 4 — I wou’d not owe 
A fotten’d fentiment to Raving fend'd you : 

That were to bribe a heart my pride would win. 

I fhould mix blulhes with a bridegroom’s joy. 

If, as my perquifite of power, I gain’d you. 

Let me at trail, not fenlence 1 would owe you, • 

All, to yourfelf : nor could I tafte a pleafure. 

That, in your giving it, might coft you pain. 

Alz. Join, in my fryitlefs prafrs to angry Heav’n • — 
Thjs dreadful day comes charg’d with pains, for both. 

K 3 No 
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—No wonder you detett my troubled foul : 

It burfts unveil’d from my reproachful eyes, 

And glows on ev’ry feature's honeft air. 

Such is the plainnefs of an Indian heart. 

That it difdains to fculk behind the tongue ; 

But throws out all its wrongs in all its rage. 

She who can hide her purpofe, can betray : 

And that’s a Cbrijiian virtue, l’ve not learnt. 

Car. I love your franknefs, but reproach its caufe, 
Zamor, remember’d Zamor, fpeaks, in this. 

With hatred, ftretch’d beyond th’ extent of life. 

He erodes, from the tomb, his conqu’ror’s will , ' 

And, felt thro ’ death, revenges rival love. 

Ceafe to complain , and you may learn to hear. 

My fame, your duty, both, require a change : 

And, I mujl wifh, it were from teqrs , to joy. 

/Hz. A rival’s grave fhould ^aryjealoufy. 

But, whence your right, to cenfure forrow for him ? 

I lov'd him : I proclaim it. Had I not , 

1 had been blind to lenfe, and loft to reafbn. 

Zamor was all the prop of our tail’n world : 

And (but he lov’d me much) confels’d no weaknefs / 

Had I not mourn'd a fate, he not deferv’d, 

/ had dejerved the fate, he felt unjuftly. 

V or you, -t— pbe proud no more : but dare be boneft. 

Far from prefu'ming to reproach my tears, 

.Honour my conjlaniy ; and praife my virtue. 

Ceafe to regret the dues I pay the dead : 

And merit , if you can , a heart thus faithful. [Exit t 

Don Carlos alone. 

Spite of nay fruitlefspaflion, I approve her ! 

The pride, fhe darts with this Jtncere difdain, 

Aftonifhes my hope : and charms my anger. 

— What, then, {hall I refolve It is more hard, 

To tame one female heart, than all Peru ! 

Nature, adapting her to fuit her climate. 
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Left her all favage , yet all Jhining too ! 

But, *tis my duty to be mafttr, here $ 

Where (Ihe alone excepted) all obey. 

I, who too faintly would her heart incline. 

Can force her ftubborn bandy and fix her mine. 

Mine ? — Were it mine? to chain tk* unwilling gueft ? 
And clafp reluftant /corny to freeze my bread ? 

Lions love, fo ! ’Tis man’s more gen’rous part. 

To win the willing mind, and grafp the heart. 

Then, mix the meeting fouls. Then, love’s fierce fire 

Glows pure : and reafon confecrates defire. 




ACT II. 


Zamor, and four Indian captains , in chains. 

Zamor. T^RIENDS ! we have dar'd beyond the ftrcngth 
J 7 of mortals ! 

Our courage fmil’d at doubts, and grew in danger ! 

Now, let us try the brave man’s laft* redemption — 

Now, fince we lojl our vengeance, let death find us ! 

IVhy, fhould we, longer, be condemn’d to life , • 
Defencelefs, to our country, and Alzira? 

Capt. Yet, why fhould SpanifhCarlos’fcaJ)e"our fwordsf 
IVhy thrive , beneath a weight of un-check’ d crimes ? \ 

7. am. Add, why has Heav’n forfaken vs, and vir tub r 
Ye ftrengthlefs pow’rs 1 wfiofe altars fmoak’d in vain \ 
Gods, of a faithful , yet a cheated, people ! 

Why have you thus, betray'd us, to the foe ? 

Why had fix hundred Spanifh vagrants power 
To ciufh my throne, your temples, rites, and you? 
Where axe your altars ? where my glories. Now ? 

Where is Alzira ? more, herfclf, a God, 

Than your collefted Queens, of fancied heav'n ! 

Helplefs, once more, thou feed pie Loft Peru! 

O’er fhifting fands, through defarts, .crofs’d in vain, 

, - K 4 From 
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From foreft wilds, impervious to the fun * 

From the world’s waftes, beneath the burning zone, 

I brought thee unhop'd aid ! the wondering fiats 
Beheld me, gath’ring from remoteft wilds. 

New .Ircngths, new profpefts — and new means — to die l 
Your arms, your furtherance, your vaft fupport, 
New-fi,rnifh’d my defires, and wing’d my rage ! 
Vengeance and love , once more, had mann'd my heart. 
But, ah I how vain that love > how loft that vengeance ! 
The (laves of avarice are honour’s mofters' 1 

Caps Ra(h, in the neighb’ring wood, we left our forces. 
Palling, too bold, their city’s guarded gate. 

Blind, weak, and unfupported — mad dijcov’rers 1 
Zam. Seiz’d but this morning, now from diff’rent dun- 
geons 

Th’ infernal murderers have hither brought us. 
Unknowing to what death , tho’ fure to die. 

Yet, it o’er joys me, we have met, once more. 

But where ? what place is this ? has none yet heard 
Who governs, here ? what fate Alzira found ? 

Whether her father, is, like us, their fiave? 

Dear, wretched lrienris, who (hare a death, my due, 

('an none infliuft me what I wifh to know ? 

Cap’, ‘r rom fep’rate prifons, hither led, like pa. 
Thro’ difPrenf ftreets we came, the caafe not known. 

All uninform’d* of what you feek to learn. 

^irear, but unhappy Prince ! deferving, long, 

A noHei fare! each filent foul laments 
Its want of pow’r to fave fer lov’d a leader. 

Now to die with you, is odr nobleft claim. 

Since, to die for you, was a choice deny'd us. 

Zam. Next the wifli’d glory of fuccefs in war. 

The greateftjs, to die, renown' d, tor virtue : 

But, to die notelefs, in the filent dark , 

Is to die, fcorn’d, and fhame our fufF’ring country 1 
We fall, undignity’d, by villains' hands: 

A"f*acridce to Europe’s outcaft bloodhounds ! 
jVIcn, rais’d by others' wrongs, and poorly rich, 

Witl* 
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'With others' plunder’d treasure ! curs’d be thefe butchers !, 
Blood-ftain’d infulters of a yielded world ! 

Riflers , who give up Kings, to tire their tortures. 

But, for difcovery of the gold we fcorn. 

As drofs, lefs valu’d, and lefs wifh’d, than they ! — ■ ■ — 
To be, in death, the caufe of my friends' dying ! 

To die, and leave Alzira, to my murderers ! 

This is a death of horror , not of fame ! 

This is the body's death but fhakes the foul l 

Enter Alvarez, with a guard of Spaniards. 

Alv. Live : and be free. 

[Spanifh foldiers unfetter the Indians. 
Zam. Ye Gods of loft Peru ! 

What did I hear ! faid he. Be free and live ? «• 

What vaft, myfterious accident of virtue ? 

Some pow’r divine, in fport, deceives my wonder ! 
Thou feem'Jt a Spaniard ! — a-'d —but thou forgiv’st, 

I cou’d have fworn thee, Chriftian 1 — who ? what art thou? 
Art thou fome God ? or this new city’s King ? 

Jlv. Chriftian I am ; and Spaniard : but no King. 
Zam. What is thy pow'r ? 

Alv. To fave the weak, dijlrefs'd. # 

Zam. What thy diftinttion ; fay, thou g$rdrous wonder ? 
Alv. The love of pity, when the wrefehed want it. 
Zam. Pity ! and Chriftian !— what infpir’d thy great- 
Alv My memory, my duty, and my God. [neis ? 

Zam. Tfty God? 1 have it now thefe hungry 

Thefe human feemefs, With but forms of men ; [wafers, 
Thefe thirfters after only gold and blood 
From fome coarfe, lawlefs, part of Europe, came j 
And ferve fome bloodier God, that wars with thine ! 

Alv. Their faith the fame with mine, but nottheir nature: 
Cbriftians by birth, by error made un-cbrijlian. 

In pow’r grown giddy, they difgrace command. 

Thou know’ll their faults too well >now, know my duty. 
Twice has the fun’s broad traverfe girt the globe. 

Twice 
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Twice wheel’d the fummer round your world, and oursj 
Since a brave Indian, native of your land. 

To whom furprize in ambu/h made me captive. 

Gave me the forfeit life his fword had won. 

The unexpected mercy forc’d my blujbes: 

For, I perceiv’d, companion of your woes. 

Was but a duty , when I thought, ’twas virtue. 
Thenceforth, your countrymen became my brothers f 
And, I nave, now, but one complaint againft them } 

■ That I muft never know, his name, -who fav’d me, 

Zam. tie has Alvarez’ voice! he has his features! 

His age the fame , too ; and the fame his flory ! 

*TiS fee ! there is no other honeft Chriftian. 

Lr ok on us all : and recoiled! his face, 

Who, wifely fpar’d thy life, to fpread thy virtues. 

,/ih. Come nearer, noble youth — by Heav’n ’tis he! 
Now, my dim eyes, you teach me my decay , 

That could not let me fee my w/Jb indulg’d. 

But clouded ev’n'my giaritude ! — My fon ! 

My benefador ! faviour of my age ! 

What can 1 do ! inltrud me to deferve thee. 

Dwell in my fight j and I will be thy father. 

Thou wilt have loft the merit of thy gift. 

If, from ■die pow’r it gave, thou claim’d: no payment. 

Zam. Truft me, my father, had thy Spanifh fons 
Shewn but a glimmering of- thy aweful virtue. 

Grateful Peru, now, defolately, theirs, 

Had been a peopled world, of willing (laves. 

Rather than live, among (hat felon race. 

Take, take me, filent death ; aad fcrcen my foul 
From the reliehels rage of un-felt curfes. 

All I wou’d afk, all I will take, from Spain, 

Is but, to be inform’d, if Ezmont uvf.s ? 

Or, has bis blood new-ftain’d their hands with murder ? 
Ezmont? — perhaps you knew him not? — That Ezmont, 

Who was Alzira’s jather ? • I muft flop, 

And we.jp before. I dare go on, to afk 

‘Whether— —that father, — and that daughter, — five? 
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Ah. Hide not thy tears: weep boldly — and be proud 
To give the flowing virtue manly way. 

’Tis nature’s mark, to know an honeft heart by, 

Shame on thofe breath of ftone, that cannot melt. 

In foft adoption of another’s forrow 
But, be thou comforted: for both thy friends 

Live-, and are happy, here. 

Zam. And, thall I fee ’em ? 

Alv. Ezmont, within this hour, thall teach his friend. 

To live, and hlpe and be asblefs’d, as he. 

Zam. Alzira’s Ezmont? 

Alv. From bis mouth, not mine, » 

Thou (halt this moment, learn, whate’er thou feek’ft. 
He thall inftruft thee in a failing change. 

That has united Spain with fav’d Peiu. 

I have a fon, to blefs , with thismew joy : , 

He will.partake my gratitude, and love thee. 

— • I quit thee, but will mftantly return 

To charm thee with this uni' n’s happy flory. 

That nothing, now, on earth, has pow’r to fever: 

Yet, which, once clos’d, thall qute( warring worlds. 

{Exit, with gua<ds. 
Zam. At length, th’awak’ningGods remember Zamor, 
And to atone my wrongs, by working wonders} 

Have made one Spaniard honest, to leward me I 
Ind. Capt. Alvarez is, himfelf, the Chttflians ’ God ; 
Who, long provok’d, and blufang at their crimes, 

In his own right defeends, to veil their lhame. 

Zam. He lays he has a ton* that fon thall be 
My brother if, at leaftf he does but prove 
Worthy (could man he fo) of iuch a father ! (hearts ! 
Ind. Capt. O, day ! 0, dawn of hope, on our fad 
Zam. Ezmont, now, after three long years of woe, 
Ezmont, Alzira’s father, is reftor’d me! 

Alzira too, the dear, the gen’rous maid ! 

She, whom my fighing foul has been at work for ! 

She, who has made me brave, and left me wretched t 
Alzira too, is here j and lives to thank me, 

Enter 
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Enter Ezmont. 

Oh ! ye profufe rewarders of my pain I 

He comes! my Ezmont comes! Spring of my hopes. 

Thou father of my lab’ring mind’s infpirer ! 

Hard let me prefs thee, to a heart that loves thee. 
Efcap’d from death, behold returning Zamor. 

He will not, cannot die, while there is hope, 

That he may live to ferve a fuff’rtng friend . 

Speak to me — be thy firft loft word Alzira ! 

Say, lh:1s here: and blef'd as Heav’ncan make her. 

Ezm. Unhappy Prince ! — (he lives — nor lives remote. 
Words cannot reach defeription of her grief. 

Since firft the news of thy fad death was brought her. 
Long dwelt Ihe, forrowifig, o’er an empty tomb. 

Which, for thy fancied form , Ihe rais’d to weep on. 

But thou ftill liv’Ji! — amazing chance! — thou liv'Jl! 

Heav’n grant fomc doubtful means to blef thee, Jong, 
And make thy life as happy — as ’tis ftrange / 

What brought .thee limit R, Zamor ? 

Zam. Cruel queftion ! 

Colder, than all the deaths I have efcap’d from ! 

Why dolt thou ajk ?— Where elfe cou’d I have hop’d 
To find, and to redeem, thyfelf, and daughter ? 

Ezm. Say tfiat no more ’tis mifery, to hear it. 

Zam . Bethink thee of the black, the direful day. 

When that vile Spaniard — Carlos, (curie the name !) 
Invulnerable, or to fword^cfr pity, 

O’erturn’d thofe walls, which Erne, when young, faw built. 
By earth-attra&ed children of the Sun. 

•Perifh his name < and oh 1 be curs’d my fate, 

Who, yet, qo nearer brought' him, than to thought , 

In horror of his murders ! ’Twas the wretch, 

Who bears that name of Carlos, blafted all. 

Eznt> Why dwells thy anger on that Angle name? 
Zam. ’Twas in that name , pillage and (laughter fpread ! 
’Twas in that name they dragg’d Alzira from me; 

Bury’d 
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Bury’d in dull the temples of our Gods : 

And dain’d with the furrounding ofPrers blood, 

Their violated altars ! The fhock’d Pow'r, 

Thatfinil’d expectant on the marriage vow, 

Rulh’d back, and prefs’d in vain his brother Gods, 

To vindicate their empire. Spain’s dark Pow'r 

Prevail’d : and I was captive led to Carlos. 

Ezm. Alas ! I know, too well, thy direful (lory, 

Zam. 1 will not terrify thy pitying bread, 

I will not tell thee, then, to what flow tortures 
That villain Spaniard’s avarice condemn’d me ; 
Condemn’d me, Ezmont, for the fake of gold { 

Gold, the divinity of beggar Spain •, 

But our negletled ref life ! ’Tis enough, 

That, almod lifelel's, ’midd their torments left, 
Andfeeming dead, they, {tir’d,' not fatisfied) 

Forbore, bccaufe I felt not. 1 reviv'd, 

To feel, once more, but nevet to forget, 

Th e grindings of their infult. Three long years 
Havelent me friends, and hopes, and arms, for vengeance, 
Clofe ambufli’d, in the neighb’ring woods they lie, 
Sworn, the revengers of their bleediilg country. 

Ezm. Alas ' my heart compaflionates thy wrongs ; 
But, do not feek a ruin, that would Jhun thee. » 

What can thy flint-arm’d Indians courage do ? 

What can yttzV. arrow, fpoils of fijhes bodes? 

How can brave, naked, untrain'd, warriors conquer ? 
Unequally oppos’d to iron men : 

Of woundlefs bofoms, coated p’er with fafety ! 

Arm’d too with miflive thunders in their hand, 

That dream death on us, fwifter than the winds ! 

No fince the world, they fay, has yielded to ’em, 

Yield Zamor, and Peru •, and let ’em reign. 

Zam. Let the world yield — *-Zamor will always find 
Some gen’rous corner, in it, fit for freedom. 

Grant I were born to ferve *, obedience claims 
Returns : claims benefit 5 protection-, favour: 

Outrage and wrongs can claim correction only. 


Their 
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Their lightnings and their thunders ; their fafe Jhelki 
Cafes for fear, which guard their iron war } 

Their fiery feeds, that tear the trampled earth. 

And hurl fierce riders headlong on the foe } 

Thefe outward forms of death, that fright the world, 

1 can look lied fa ft on : and dare defpife. 

The novelty once loft, the force will fail; 

Curie on dur feeble gold ! It calls in foes. 

Yet, helps not to repel the wrongs it draws ! 

Oh ! had but steel been ours ! — - - <■ 

Ezm. No — Partial Heav’n 

Has, with that manly wealthy enrich’d our foe ! 

Zam. Yet, not to leave our vengeance quite difarm' d. 
Depriving us of Jieel , it gave us virtue. [chang'd. 

Ezra. Virtue was blefs'd, of old: — But, — Times are 

Zam. No matter let us keep our hearts , the fame. 

Tho’ the ftars chang’d their courfc, virtue were virtue. 
Alzira cannot change : Alzira’sjuft. 

Alzira’s faithful,' to her vows, and me. 

Ezm. Ah ! do not name th’ unhappy maid,tootenderiy; 
Zam. Save me, ye Gods 1 from a friend’s downcaft eye ! 
hence are thofe fighs, and tears ? 

Ezm. Too w, retched Zamor ! 

Zaht. Hot wretched — if Alzira’s father’s mine* 

Thefe tyrantj cannor, fure, unking thy foul ! 

And teach a M iisarcn’s heart to fhririk at danger! 

Ezm. The y cannot. ’Tis a change I will not feel* 

Nor are our conqu’rors, all, unjuft: for, know, 

’Twas Hcav'n induc’d th-fe Chrifiians to our clime, 

Lefs to fubdue, than fave. - — h'rietlds to the foul , 

They brought inftru&ion with them, here unfound } 
Doctrines immortal, that can rtead on death ! 

The fcience, of faivation, by belief ! 

The art, ot living blefs'd , and dying, fafe ! 

Zam. Or I am deaf : or, wou’d to Heav’n, I were ! 
But, it I heard thee, right - thou ftem’ft xopratfe— 
Thefe pilf ring zealots,, who ufurp thy throne. 

And would convert thy daughter, to a fave ! 


Ezm. 
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Ezm. Alzira is no Jlave, * 

Zam. Blcfs royal Ezmont ! 

Pardon fome tranfport, which defpatr inflam’d ; 

And, to great woes, indulge a little warmth. 

If not aflave, (he holds her folemn vow : 

As thou thy oath, before our altar fworn. 

Freedom and perjury, can never meet. 

Ezm. What are car altars ? what our Idol Gods ? 
Phantoms, of human coinage , fear’d no more ! 

1 would not wifh to hear thee cite their name. 

Zam. How ! was our fathers’ worfliip vain deceit ? 
Ezm. It was : and I have happily dij claim'd k. 

May the great fingle Pow'r, that rules whole Heaven, 
Lend thy dark heart one ray, of truth divine ! 

Mayft thou, lamented Zamor, learn to know. 

And, knowing, to conlels, in ^Europe’s right, • 
Her God fhould be ador’d, her Tons obey’d ! [rapine? 

Zam. Obey'd! Hell Wait ’em ! — What ! thefc fons of 
Death ! they have robb’d thee not of faith alone. 

They pilfer’d ev’n thy reafoH ! — Yet ’twas wife. 

When thou would’fl keep no vows , fo own no Gods. 

But, tell me ? is Alzira too forfworn ? 

TrUe to her father’s weaknefs, has Jhe fallen ? 

Serves Jhe the Gods of Chriftians ? 9 

Ezm. Haplel's youth ! , . 

Tho’ blefs’d in my own change, I weep f<3r thine. 

%am. He, who betrays his friend, has caufe for weeping. 

Yet, tears, they fay, fhew pity: if they do. 

Pity this torment, which thy^kame has coft me. 

Pity my heart, alarm’d, ‘for rleav’n, and Ezmont. 

For Heav’n betray’d, like me ! I’m torn at once. 

From love, and zeal, and vengeance. 1'ake me, Chrijlians% 
Drag me to die at my Alzira’s feet : 

And I will figh away my foul, to mourn her. 

Yet, have a care be cautious, ere I fall. 

Of urging ralhnefs, to repel defpair. 

Refume a Sov’reign’s heart ! and fsel for empire. 


Enter 
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Enter Alonzo, to Ezmont. 


Alonzo . My Lord, the ceremonies wait your prefence. 
Ezm. Farewel — I follow thee. 

Zam. No, by my wrongs ! 

I will not quit this hold, till! have learnt, 

W hat ceremony , what black purpofe, waits thee ? 

Ezm. Away be counfell’d — fly this fatal city. 

Zam. Not, tho’ the Cbrijtian Pow'r that blafts my love, 

Shoo’d rain down lightnings on me (till wou’d I on — * 

Tho’ my own Gods cry’d, fay, ftill wou’d I follow. 

Ezm. Forgive the force of an unwijh’d refufal • 

Guards, to your care I muft commit this madman. 

Reftrain him He wou’d violate our altar. 

Thefe Pagans , obftinate in idol zeal. 

Malign our holy myft’ridfc ; and profane 

The Church’s folemn fervice. Guard the door. 

*Tis not in riglv of my own pow’r I fpeak ; 

*Tis Carlos, in my voice, commands your care. 

[ Exit with guards , after they have freed him from Zamotf, 
Zam Did I not her him, friends > — or am I mad ? 

Did I not hear him ufe the name of Carlas ? 

O, treaqhery ! O, baleneis ! O, my wrongs f 
O ! laft, uncredited, reproach of nature ! 

Ind. Ca.pt.' Ezmont commands, for Carlos ! 

Zam. ’Twas not Ezmont : 

*Twas that black devil, that fcares the Chriftian zeal* 
Lied, in his Jhcpe, to fcandalize Peru ! 

O, Virtue ! thou art banilvd from .mankind. 

Lv’n from Alzira’s heart, thou now art fed. 

* Thefe villain bart'rers rob us not of gold. 

They pay its fatal price, in morals ruin'd. 

Detefted Carlos, then, is here I — -oh ! friends ! 

What counfel P what refource ? to flop defpair. 

Ind. Cc.pt. Let not myPrince condemn the faithful bold- 
That wou’d advife his forrows. — Old Alvarez [nefs. 
Will ftrait return, aifd bring, perhaps, that fon. 

With 
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With whom to (hare his joy th^good man haften’d. 

Urge him to fee us fafe, without their gates : 

Then, fuddenly rejoin your ambulh’d friends. 

And march, back, equal, to -your purpos’d vengeance.' 
Let us not /pare a life, but good Alvarez, 

And this lov’d fon ! I, near the wall, remark’d 
Their arts, and modes of Jlrutiure : their (harp angles. 
Deep ditch , broad bulwarks, edg’d with deeping thunder i. 
I faw, and weigh’d it, all : and found hope ftrongeft. 
Zam. What ltheme, prophetic, has inflam’d thy heart ? 
lnd. Capt. Our groaning fathers, brothers, fons, and 
In fetter’d labour toil, to houfi their fpoilers. • [friends, 
Thefe, when we march to their unhop’d relief, 

Will rife, within the town, behind their mailers : 

While you, mean while, without, advance againfl them* 
And, on our dying bodies, proudly heap’d, • 

Bridge a bold entrance, o’er their bloody rampart. 

There, may you turn, againfl their tyrant heads, 

Thofe fiery ftorms of death, t’ ofe moutfis of murder, 
Thofc Jams, that frigh.ning honefl, artlefs bravery. 
Build, on our ignorance , a throne foj wrongs. 

Zam. Illuftrious wretchcdnefs 1 byHeav’n, it charms me,’ 
To fee thefe foaring fouls out-tower their fortune. 

Shall we —we (hall — we will - recover empire*? 

Carlos (hall feel Peru, defpis’d Peru, , . 

Knock at his trembling heart , and claim 'atonement. 
Ind.Capt. I will attempt efctpe — and warn our friends. 

[Exit, 

Zam. Come, dire revenge 1 fasou melancholy god ! 

That comforts the diflrcft’d vjth fhadowy hoping s ! 
Strengthen our willing hands : let Carlos die ! 

Let but that Spanifh murd’rer, Carlos, die. 

And 1 am hall repaid my kingdom’s loflfes ! 

But, we are wretches indolently brave : 

We talk of vengean -e, while we fieep, in chains ! 

Alvarez has forgot me : Jizmont flights me : 

And (he I love is theirs, whom mod I hate. 

All the poor comfort ot my heart is doubling. 

Vor. II. 1, 


I Talk » 
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Hark ! what furprifing noifc ! [Shout. ~] It rifes, louder. 
And fudden fires, high-flaming, double day ! [mifchiefs 

Hark ! from their iron throats, [Guns,] yon roaring 

Pour their triumphant infult. [Trumpets, &c.] What new 
Or what new crime, demands this fwell of joy ? [ft#ft* 
Now, in their heedlefs mirth, defcend fome God ; 
And teach us to be free ; or, failing, die. 

Oh ! my loft friends ! ’tis liberty , not breath , 

Give the brave, life ! — fhun flav’ry, moie than death. 
He, who fpurns lhame, and dares difdain to be • 

Mocks chains, and wrongs, — and is, for ever, free. 
While the bale grov'ler, never fafe, tho’ low. 

Creeps but toiuiFrings : and lives on, for woe ! 


ACT III. 

Alzira, alone. 

CHJDE of my mutder’d lover ! fhun to view me : 

^ Rife to the Jtars, and make their brightnefs fleeter ; 
But, fhed no gleam of luftre on Alzira. 

She has betrayed her faith, and married Carlos ! 

The fea , that foil’d its watry world, betwixt us, 

Fail’d to divide our hands — and he has reach'd me ! 

The altar trembled, at th’ unhallow’d touch : 

And Heaven drew back , ^eluftant, at our meeting. 

Pale, but loft -hovering g rjojl, ihat haunt’ft my fancy ! 
Thou, dear, tho’ bloody form , that fkims, before me ! 
Thou never dying, yet thou buried. Zamor ! 

If fighs, and tears, have power to pierce the grave ; 

If Death, that knows no pity, could but hear me ; 

If Drill thy gentle fpirit loves Alzira : 

Pardon, that even in death, lhe dar’d forfake thee! 
Pardon her rigid fenfe of nature's duties : 

A parent’s will ! a pleading country’s fafety ! 

At thefe ftrong calls, fhc facrific’d her love , 

2 To 



A L Z I R A. 


147 

Tojoylefs glory, and to taftelefs peace : 

And, to an empty world, in which Lhoit art not / 

O ! Zamor ! Zamor ! follow me no longer. 

Drop lbme dark veil , fnatch fome kind cloud, before thee* 
Cover thatconfcious face, anti let death bide thee ! 

Leave me, to fuffer, wrongs that Heaven allots me : 
And teach my bufy fancy to lorget thee. 

. Enter Lmira. 

Where are thofe captives ? aie they free, Fmira ? 
Where thofe fad children oi my mournful country ? 

Will they not fuffer me to fee, to hear them ? 

To fit and weep, fli.d mingle with their mournings ? 

Emira. Ah ! rathet , dread the rage of angry Carlos, 
Who threatens ’em with Ionic ifew broke of horn r. 
Some ciuel purpofe han^s, thr- moment, o'er ’em ! 

For, through this window look, and Ice, difplay’d. 

The broad red ftandard, that u. tokens bleed ! 
Loudburfls 01 death roar Horn iVinum prifons, [Guns. 
And anfaser , ihe..dful, to each others call ! 

The council hades alarm’ll, and meets, in uproar. [Shouts. 
All I have he.ud, befidcs is, that the ir rmce, , 

Your father, nas been fummon’a to attend. 

Alz. Immortal guardians oi rh’ endangei M juft! 

Have I, for </V, rn vans betuy'd my pe.\e ? 

Dates the elite h'ljhavd, r^c.nt it 01.1 the altar. 

New to my fon.’d co.ifent, ats.ai.trce, yet. Lord 
Of my repenting hand ; £0 fasSL ktlooie, 

Ilis rc-commifl ton’d murders If 1' *uft my nuptials 
Serve, as die trdude, to m , per pie’ 1 deaths 1 
O, ma> ri ige ! man ..\\c 1 what a cw fa is thine, 

Whaic bunds alone unfa at, and hearts c.bl or ! 

Enter Ccplur.ia. 

Ceph. One of the ciptive Indians* juft let free. 

In honour oi the joy that ci owns this day, 

L 2 
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Prays your permifiion, Madam, to be heard. 

And at your princely feet, difclofe fome fecret. 

Alz. Let him, with firmnefs, and with freedom, enter. 
For' him, and for his friends, he knows, I live. 

Dear to my eyes, I mark ’em, with delight. 

And love, alas, in them, their poor loft country. 

—But, why alone ? Why one ? 

Ceph. It is that captain, 

To whofe vidtoi 1011s hand, I heard, but now, 

Alvarez, your new Lord’s illuflrious father. 

Ow’d his remitted life, from Indians fav’d. 

Emira. With earneflprcffure, he has fought yourprefence: 
He met me, cnt’nng, and with trembling hafte. 
Implor’d me to befriend th’ important prayer. 

He told me, further, that the Prince your father, 

F 6 r fome ftrange caulc, this Indian feems to know , 

Had charg’d the guards he ’fcap’d from, to prevent 
His accefs to yqur ear Methinks, theie fits 
A kind of fullen gre atnefs, on his brow. 

As if it veil’d, in grief, fome aweful purpofe. 

Ceph. I watch’d him-- and he walks, and turns, andweeps: 
Then ftarts, and looks at Heaven ; and to the Gods, 
Pours up an ardent figh, that breathes your name ! 

I pitied him — but, gather’d from this freedom , 

That he’s a ftvanger to your rank , and greatnefs. [£tion, 
Alz What rank? What greatnefs? — Perifh all diftin- 
That, from die wrong’d unhappy , bars the great ! 

Who knows, but this was, once, fome gen’rous friend. 
Some brave companion, onfny Zampr’s arms 1 
Who knows, but he was hear mm, when he fell ; 

And brings fome meflage from his parting foul ! 

How dare I then receive him ? Can my heart 

Be proof, aganjfl the laft, kind, words of Zamor ? 

Will not the half-lull’d pain, rekindling frefh, 

Burn, with increafe of fmart, and wring my foul ? 

—No matter, — let him enter. — [Exit Cephania. 

* Ha ! what means 

This fudden chillnefs , fadd’ning, round my heart. 

In 
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In fhort, faint, fiutt'rings> never felt, before! 

Ah ! fatal refidence ! — From the firft hour, 

Thefe hated walls became Alzira’s prifon. 

Each difPrent moment brought fome different pain. 

Enter Zamor. 

Zam. Art thou, atlength,r^/?orV me? — Cruel! tell me ? 
Art thou, indeed, Alzira ? 

Alz. Gentle fpiril ! 

Forgive me. Do not come to chide th* unhappy I 

I have been wrong’d j but plaints info his arms. 

Zam. Thine i (he wou'd have (aid •, 

And her imper'edt purpofe fully blefs’d me. 

Revive , thou d areil, lovelieft, loll, Alzira ! 

Zamor will live no longer, lhcxi\,it thou die. • 

Alz. The kind, forgiving, Jhade is, (till before me ! 

It wak’d me, by a found, that feem d his name. 

Zam . I am no Jhadow , if-dzira’s mink •, 

I am thy living lover , at thy lcet [Kneeling. 

Reclaiming thee, thou no'oleft half hjmfclf! 

Alz. Can it be pcjfible , thou fhou’dd be Zamor ? 

Zam. Thy Zamor— —Tin .je 
Alz. Dare 1 believe, thou tiv'Jl ? 

Zam. ’Tis in thy power • • 

T 1 m ike that truth undoubted .— Do but Jay 
Thcu wou’dft not have me die, — I will live , on : 

To thank thee, thus , with everlafting/evr. 

[Rife't, and catches her in his arms. 
Alz. O 1 days of foftnels jt—G 1 remember’d ycais, 
Ofever-vanilh’d happinels ! — O ! Zamor 1 
Why has the grave been bountiful, too late ? 

Why fent thee back in vain d to make joy bitter ; 

By mix’d ideas ol diftradling horror ! 

Ah, Zamor • — what a time is this, - to charm in ! 

Thy every word, and look, (hoots daggers through me. 
Zam. Thou murn'Jl then, my return ? 

L 2 Alz . 
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Alz. I do — I mull 

Yet — wou’d it had been ficr.cr ! 

Zam. Generous tenderncfs ! [now? 

Alz. V here haft thou been, thus long, — unfound, till 
Zam. A wain ’ting vagabond, that trod the world, 

Jn fruitlefs fearch of wca;,i, to i«ve Alzira. 

Not all the toit’ring tails, of villain Carlos, 

CouV from my panting lv-ait « xpel thy image : 

The bloody ipoilus tir'd their rage in vagi : 

1 brav’d their wounds, a,.d inhuts. — Life had, j yet. 

No leifure to forlake me. 'l nou requir’dft me. 

Th, groans of JufTring nations reach’d my Joitl , 

And bad it Jlrmfie, to tevengc mankind. 

Alas ! thou trembleft ! thy loft natuie Ihtinks, 

At bare reclal of thef* >panijh airtues. 

Ofl! ’t v\ as the guild, an G< d thatfmiles on love , 

Knew thy kind wifli ; - a- d, for thy fake, fuitain’d me. 
Thou wilt adore, 1 know, his gentle goodnejs. 

Thy pious heart difdains to quit thy Gods, 

Becaufe they fit fir with thee ; and have fail’d 
To Hem th’ in’, a.iirg lioft of Spain’s new Heaven ! 

Thou hall to o-l i, lalkhood, tor a Chrijlian. 

— Haft tjiou e’er heard ol baft wretch, calt'dCarlos? 
A birth, tint bl .ckco’d native 1 a taught n cvficr ! 

Sent, in ourlkypc, from fon.r far iliftant world, 

To humble ours, with lenfe oi him an la'enefi ! 
Thcytollm , he is here. — Grant i ieav’n thou know'll him! 

'ihou, then, {halt guide niv vengeance, to this, firjl. 

This vilefi, of its vi -ims. T 4 
Alz. Find him, here — - 

Black, in ray Ircafi, he lives : ftrike, ftrike, and reach him. 
Zam. Hold,heart-and break uotvyr/ -1 his may be— pity. 
Alz. Strike*- for — I merit neither life, — nor thee. 
Zam. Ezmont ! 1 Jeel thee; and believe thee, all! 
Alz. Did he then tell thee ? — Had my father power 
To dwell fo plainly cn my hopclefs woes, 

As to defirihe ’em to thec ? Did he name 

The dreadful Lujbaud — his loft daughter owes him ? 

Zam. 
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Z<ww.No--but thou may'fi: for , that will hardenZamor, 
That he can never be aftonijh'd , more ! 

Alz. Yes — I will tell it thee — Prepare to tremble : 

Not for thy f elf to tremble ; but for r, e. 

I will lay open the vaft horror, to thee : 

Then, thou fhalt weep, and live : — and bid me — die. 

Zam. Alzira ! oh ! ■ ■ - 

Alz. This Carlos 

Zam. Carlos ! why ? whence ? 

Curie on his name, — why thus, for ever, Carlos ? 

Alz 1 was, this morning, fworn, forever his ! 

Zam. Sworn whofe ? . 

Alz. You nam’d him - I have been betray’d. 

I was not weak -1 fell , to five my country. 

Zam. What hafl thou done ? What tale of horror 
lhakes thee ? # 

Alz. — Even on this fatal day, within my hearing, 
Almoft within thy fight, Chrijhau Alzira 
Plighted, in prefcnccof the C' riftian C«/, 

Her haplefs hand, to Carlos 

Zam. Oh ! the peiddy ! 

Alz. It hopes no pai don ! — All* my Gods renounc’d! 
My lover wrong’d ! my country’s freedom fold ! 

All, all, demand revenge But do thou kill me: 

I'hou wilt ftrike tenderly — my iummon’d blood 

Shall fpring to meet thy hand and, fiotv*to find thee. 

Zam. Carlos ! Alzira, his in.p'Jfwle ! 

Alz. Were I difpodd to m.tigaie my ciime, 

I cou’d allcdge a father's aweful power ; 

I cou’d lenund thee* of ®ur rfiridjlaic : 

Cou’d plead my tears , my ,'.rvggles t and diilrathon : 
h re three, lon { ', wretched, yeu,s confirm’d thee dead. 

I cou’d, with jufl ice, chaigemy faith renounc'd 
On hatred o ; ' rhofe God.', who fiv'd not Zamor. 

But, I dilclaim extule, * and fhun remiffion. 

Love finds nie guilty ; and that guilt condemns me. 

Be thou but late, no matter whaty fuffer. 


When 
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When life has loft the joy that made it blefs’d , 

She who dies foonefl, always dies moil happy. 

Why do’ft thou view me, with io kind an eye ? 

Thou fhould’ft look Jitrnly , I deferve no pity, 

Zam. Yes : it thou lov’ft, I cannot hold thee guilty. 
—IVtJhtttg me blefs’d, methtnks thou rr.akft me fo. 

Alz. \V hen, by my father urg’d, and by Alvarez, 
And inly roo imped'd, perhaps, to fate. 

By fom e forfaken Cod, who meant revenge •, 

When by th t hrutian’s ieai s, and my touch’d heart. 
At once, belet, they dragg’d me to the temple , 

Even in th moment when advancing C at los 

Sought my cfcaping hand, tho’ 1, then, thought thee 

Dead •, and lor ev t r loll to my fond hopes : 

Yet, then, beneath the alr.u’s facied gloom, 

I byjw’d my foul to Zantur. : memory 

Reliev’d me, with thy image, Indians, Spaniards, 

All, all, have hi aid, how ardently I lov’d thee. 

’Twas my heart’s pride, to boaft it to the world ! 

To earth, to heaven, - to Carlos, I proclaim’d it ! 
And now, ev’n now^ in this diftiefsful moment, 

For the lafi time , 1 tell u in self, I love thee. 

Zam. h or the lafi time ! avert the menace. Heaven ! 

Then thoii art once, reltor’d and loll tor ever 1 

f Tis» not love's language, that ! — ’tis death’s, Alzira 1 
Alz. O, Heavfcn!— Alvatez comes, am.; with him, Carlos. 

Ente*- Don Alvarez, followed by Don Cailos. 

Ah. See ! thy Alzira wvjh m'y life’s reftorcr ! 
Approach* young hero ! ’tis my fon, who fecks thee * 
Spain's delegate, who here holds power fupreme ; 

My Cftrips, bijjs thee Jhare his bridal joy. 

M&t and embrace : divide your father’s love : 

My fon, of nature, one and one, of choice. 

Court his hand, Carlos ? 

Zam i'trusH fuch a fon ! 

As the detested Carlos ! 

* <flz. 
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Alz. Heaven avert 

This rifing tempeft! it o’erwhelms my foul ! 

Alv. What means this wonder ? 

Zam. 'Tis not possible ! 

No 1 would disbelieve attefing Gods , 

Shou’d they, from Heaven, alfert this Jhock to nature 5 

That fuch a father can — have fuch a fon 1 

Car. \X 0 Zamor.] From what ftrange fpring does thy 
blind fury rife ? 

Know’ll thou not who lam ? 

Zam. A thief a villain , 

My country’s horror and whole nature’s lh 3 me 1 

Chief of thofe fcouiges angry Heaven has doom’d thee, 
Know me, for Zamor. 

Car. Thou, Zamoi ? 

Alv. Zamor ! • 

Zam. Yes —the tortur’d Zamor. 

Blujh to be told it : and remember, with ir* 

The bloody rage of thy lemorfJefs cruelty ; 

That bafely dar’d infult a captive King 1 
Now , he returns — triumphant , wi diltrels. 

To look thee into lhame -, to fee thofe eyes 
hall their ftretch’d fieicenefs, and decline before Jiim* 
Thou waller of- the woild ! thou licens’d robber 1 
Thou whofe lajl fpoil was my Alzira’s glory i • 

TVin her, againll this fword ; [Draws d\ t'.e (ole, good gain, 
Zamor can boall, he owes thy haughty country. 

Now, the fame hand, that gave the father life , 
Claims, in return, the foil’s devoted blood : 

And, lo reveng’d, atones a dying realm. 

Aku. Confounded, and amaz’d, I hear him Ipeak ; 

Till every word grows dr anger ! Cailos cannot 

Be guilty or, if guilty, cannot anfwer. 

Car. To anfwer , were a poornefs I delpife. 

When rebels dare accufe, power that replies 

Does but forget to punifh. With this fuoord % 

1 might, but that 1 know the reverehce, due 
To your protecting preferjee, well have anfaered. 

— —Madam* 
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—Madam, \fto Alzira.l your heart Jhou'd have inftru&ed 
"Why you oltend m. , while I fee you here. [you. 

If not wty peace, at tea.fi. your fame, demands 
That you now drive this outlaw from your thoughts. 

You weep then ! to mfult me with your tears ? 

An ’, ye r, I love, and can be j -alous of you ! 

Alz Cruel l* - void you, f my father, and protestor ! 
And thou || my foul’s palt nope, in happier times ! 

Mark — and co,>d. le my fate. — Mix your due pity : 
And tremble, at the hoi ror of my woes'. 

Behold this lover, which my father chok me. 

Before I .knew there was a world, ’ ut ours. 

With his reported de. th our empire fell : 

And I have liv’d, to fe^ n.y fatl. throne 

O’erturn’d ; and all things chang'd , in earth, and heav’n ! 

Bv every human help, tyo loon forlaken. 

My friendlcfs father, from the ClaJUom God 
S ought aid — and feteen’da Jlate b hind His name. 
Thence, fore’efbefore this unknown Power, to kneel, 

A dreadful oath has bound my backward foul. 

To love the murd’rer of my real lover ! 

In my new faith' I own myfelf tin /kill'd. 

But, all, that virtue taught me, ft ill I know. 

Zamor,' I love thee, juftly : 1 confefs it. 

What honour calls for, can deferve no shami . 

Yet, where my hand is bound, my heart obeys : 

And lean now bethine, alas, no more. 

Let me be rather wretched , than unjujl. 

Carlos, for you, 1 am your wife j and v/fiint : 

Yet, in abhorrence of yoyr criul foul, 

I hold my mind divorc'd •, and dare abjure you. 

One way, to either, I fubmit, with joy : 

If your fwords claim me, I am due to both. 

Which fiVft rewards me will the death I wifi ? 

Carlos, thou haft a hand by cuftom ftain’d : 

Thy profit? d poinard need not itart at blood. 

J Strike 


* To Callow 
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Strike then, for due revenge of flighted love *, 

And, ptnijhing the guilty, once, be juft. 

Car. I find, then, Madam, you wou’d brave my weaknefs • 
Proud of offending, one who muft forgive. 

But, you invoke my vengeance, and it comes. 

Your fate is ready lor, your minion dies. 

Who waits ?- a guard there. 

. Enter Soldiers. 

Alz Cruel, Chrijlian , infult • 

Ah. My font wlutnuan you? what rafh tranfport this ? 
Think, whom you lenti nee. — Be his perLn hateful. 
But, reveitnce his virtue , and his name. 

He who is, helplcjs , in his hater's hands, 

Claims faiety, from his weatnefi. Why, why, CarlOs, 

Multi, a fecond time, jemind your mercy ? 

J gavt you life : Cut Zamor gave if me. 

Be warn'd — nor iorkit fane to leaft revenge. 

Enter Don Alonzo, with Spanijh foldiers. 

Alon. Pardon an entrance. Sir, thus unprep^r’d. 

The woods, round bordering on the neighb’ring plain. 
Pour out a fudden lwarm of Indian foes. # » • 

Arm’d they advance, as if to l'cale our walls : 

And Zotiior’s name, refounckd, rings to heaven. 
Gleamings, from golden bucklers, meet the fun : 

While in firm line , and (Jofe-compafted match, 

The ftretch’d battalions move', in martial juftnels. 

They hold fuch difeipline, fuch order’d motion. 

As ne’er was known before, to favage foes. 

As if, from us, they catch’d new lights of war. 

And turn’d the burning lefions on their teachers. 

Car. Away then : let us think ’em worth our meeting. 
—Heroes of Spain 1 ye fav’rite fons of war ! 

All corners of the world are yours,* to Jhine in. 

Help me to teach thel'e flaves to know their Lords. 
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Bring him along, by force. 

Zam. Tyrant, they dare not. 

Or, are they Gods , who cannot be repelPd ? 

And proof againft the wounds, they feek to give ? 

Car. Surround him. 

Alz. Spare him, lave him ! 

Alv Son, be cool: 

And, ftill, remember , what your father owes him. 

Car. Sir, I remember, ’tis afoidier'sduty 
To bear down oppofition: fo you taught me. 

[Alonzo, and Spanifh foldiers , fur round and fcize Zamor. 
Your pardon, Sir — I go, where honour calls me. 

[Exit, with Zamor, and all the Span fh foldiers . 
Alz. [^Alv.]Loft,at your feet,Ifall; your vntue’s claim . 
’Tis the firft homage fortune ever taught me. 

(Jrant me the wifh’d icleafe, of death's kind hand. 

From miferies, I cannot live , to fte. 

But, dying, ale t me leave this witnefs with you, 

That, true to my firft vows, I change not lightly. 

Two different claimers cannot, both , pofiefs 
One faithful heart, ‘that will but once be given. 

Zamor is mine : and I am only Zumor’s. 

Zamor is virtuous , as a fancied angel. 

’Twas Zamor gave his life , to good Alvarez. 

Alv. I fed ‘the pity of a father, for thee. 

I mourn afflifted Zamor : I will guard him : 

I will protedt you, both, unhappy lovers ! 

Yet, ftill be mindful of the marriage tye , 

That, but this morning, bound thy days to Carloi. 

S thou art no longer thine , Aiy mournful daughter. 

Carlos has been too cruel •, but repents it : 

And this once-cruel Carlos is thy hufband. 

He is my fon too : and he loves us, both. 

Pity foon fofftns hearts, where Eve has enter'd. 

Ah. Ah! whydidHeav’n not make youZamor’s father! 
Greatnefs thus aweful, fweetnefs lo polite. 

Is the fun's beat, made lovelier by its light , 

Qh ! 


\L 
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Oh! could the rigid. , and felf-clos' d, but know, 

How the hear xjoys, that feels another’s woe. 

No cold-link’d chain’s lhort reach would clog themind i 
But one long wreath of peace connect mankind. 

ACT IV. 

Don Alvarez, Don Carlos; 

Shouts , trumpets , a long and lofty Jlouriflj. 

Ah. J~\ESERVF, my fon, this triumph of your arms. 

^ Your numbers, and your courage, have prevail'd* 
Now, of this laft, left , effort of the foe, 

. Half are no more ; and half me yours in chains . 

Difgrace not due fuccefs, by <-'idue cruelty : 

But call in mercy, to abfolve your fame. 

I will go vifit the afflifted captives. 

And pour companion on their aking wounds. 

Mean while, remember, you are man, and Chriftian. 

Car. What wou’d your virtue teach my heartfo feel ? 
Alv. Bravely, at once, rclolve, to parj^n Zamor. 

Fain wou’d I foften this indocil fietcenels : 

And teach your courage, how to conquer wills. 

Car. At your own choice freely devote my life , 

But, leave at liberty my juft revenge. 

Pardon him ? — Why,* the* lavage brute is lov'd ! 

Alv. Th* unhappily belov’d molt merit pity. 

Car. Pity /— Cou’d I be fire of fuch reward, 

I wou’d die pleas'd, and file fiiou’d pity me. 

Alv. How much to be lamented is a heart. 

At once, by rage of headlong will opprefs’d. 

And by ftrong jealoufies, and doubtings, torn ! 

Car. Whenjealoufy becomes a crime, -guard, Ileav’n, 
That hufband’s honour, whom his wife not love* ' 

Your 
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'Your pity takes in all the world but me. 

Alv. Mix not the bitternefs of diftant fear 
With your arriv'd misfortunes. — Since Aizira 
Has virtue, it will prove a wifer care 
To foften her, for change , by patient tendernels. 

Than, by reproach, confirm a willing hate. 

Her heart is, like her climate, rudely fuoeet 

Softnefs will Iboneft bend a ftubborn will. 

Car. Softnefs ! by all the wrongs of woman's hate* 

Too much of Joftnefs but invites dtfdain. 

Flatter’d too long, beauty, at length, grows wanton. 
And, infolently Icornful, flights its praijer. 

Oh ! rather. Sir, be jealous for my glory j 
And urge my doubting anger, to refolve. 

Too low already, condefcenfion bow'd, 

Nbr blulh’d, to match the conqu'ror with the Jlave ! 

But, when this Have, unconfcious what fhe owes, . 
Proudly repays .humility, with fcorn. 

And braves , and hates the unafpiring love, 

Such love is weeknefs : and fubmiflion, there. 

Gives fan&ion to ciyitempt, and nvets pain. 

Alv. Thus, youth is, ever, apt to judge in haft e. 

And loft the medium, in the wild extreme. 

Do not repent, but regu’ te, your pafiion : 

Tho’ love is 'rcajtn, its cxcefs is rage. 

Give me, at leaf!, your piomile to njleEl, 

In cool, impartial loLtudr : and, Hill, 

No lai decijior., till v/e meet again. 

Car. It is my father alks • - $nd,. had I will, 

"Nature denies me pow'r, to anfwer, no. 

I will, in wifdon? s right, fulpend my anger. 

— Yet — fpaie my loaded heart : — nor add more weight •, 
Left my fticngth fails beneath th’ unequal prefluie. 

Alv. Grant you 1 {elf time, a»id ad you want come with it. 

[Exit. 


Don 
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Don Carlos, alone. 

And muft I coldly then, to penfivej piety. 

Give up the livelier joys of wifh’d re utge? 

Muft I repel the guardian cares of jeo oufy. 

And flacken ev’ry rein, to nvallo'e ? 

Muft I reduce my hopes, beneath a favage ? 

And poorly envy fuch a tMng as Zamor ! 

A coarfe luxuriance of fpontan.ous virtue I 
AJhoot, of rambling, fierce, offenfive freedom : 

Nature’s wild growth — fttong, but uh prun’d, to "bearing : 
A rough, raw, woodman , of tnis rugged clime ; 

Illiterate in the arts of pc f/'d life ; 

And, who, in Euiwpe, where the fair judge beft, 
Wou'd hardly, in oui courts, attract d’Jhudhon. * 

— She comes 1— Alzira comes ! averfe,— yet charming. 

Enter j Izira. 

Alz. You turn,' and Jhun me!-&, J have been told, 
Spamaids, by cuftom, — meet fubmiffive wives. 

But, hear me. Sir: — hear, cv’n a fuppliarjt wife 5 
Hear this ungurlty object of your anger. 

One, who can rev’rence , tho* Ihe cannot love you : 

One, who is wrong’d herfelf, not injures you : # 

One, who is fall’n fo low, to want your pity. 

I cannot wear disguise : be it th’ effeti 
Of greatnefs, or of wcfikntjfs, in my mmd. 

My tongue cou’d ne’er be mov’d, but by my heart : 

And that was vow’d, another’s. If he dies. 

The honeft plainnefs of my foul deftroys him. 

— You look furpnz’d : — I will, ftill more, furprize you. 

I come, to try you deeply for, I mean 

To move the hujband , in the lover’s favour ! 

Car. Dare not infult, too far, a heart, that knows you. 
Alz. I had half flatter’d my unprAHts’d hope, 

That you, who govern others, fiiou W,yourJelJ, 

Be 
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Be temperate in the ufe of your own paffions. 

Nay, I perfuaded my uncbriHian ignorance, 

That an ambitious warrior's infelt pride 
Should plead, in pardon of that pride in others* 

yhis I am fure of, that, forgiving mercy 

Wou’d flamp more influence on our Indian hearts. 

Than can our gold on thofe, of men, like you. 

Who knows, did fuch a change endear your breaft. 

How far the pleafing force might foften mine ? 

Your right fecures you my rejpeft, and faith \ 

Strive, for my love: Strive, for whatever, elfej 

Mu/ charm : if ought there is, can charm, like love . 

—Forgive me : I lhall be betray'd by fear , 

To promife, till I over-charge my pow'r. 

Yet try , what changes, gratitude can make. 

r A Spamfh wife, perhaps, wou’d promife more : 

Frofufe in charms , and prodigal of tears , 

Wou’d promife 0// things — and forget 'em all . 

But I have weaker charms, and fimplcr arts. 

Guile-lels ol foul, and left , as nature form’d me^f 
I err, in honeft innocence of aim. 

And, feeking to compofe , inflame you more. 

All I can add , is this .-—unlovely force 
Shall n£ver bow me to reward conflraint : 

But— to wlvit lengths I may be led, by benefits , 

’Tis in your pow’r to try •, not mine to tell. 

Car. ’Tis well.— Since jufhee has fuch pow’r to guide you*' 
If you wou’d follow duty, know it firft . 

Count modefiy, among your country’s virtues ; 

And copy not condemn - — the wives of Spain. 

*Tis yourfirfi lefjbn, madam, to forget. 

- Become more delicate , if not mote kind. 

And, never let me hear, the name I bate. 

« You fhoi/d learn, next, to blulh away your bafle j 

And wait in filence, till my will tefolves 
What punifhment, or pity, fu its his crimes. 

—Know, laft , that (thus provok’d) a hujband' s clemency 
Out-ftretches nature , if it paidons vou. 

Learn, 
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Learn, thence, ungrateful! that I want not pity i 
And be the laft, to dare believe me cruel. [ Exit Caflo& 

Em. Madam, be comforted; 1 watch’d his eyes: 

I fee, he loves *, and love will make him kinder. 

Alz. Love has no pow’r to all; when chain’d by jea- 
Zamor mud die: for / have aik'd his life. \loufy. 

Ah ! why forefaw I not that likely danger ? 

Say! has thy care been happier ? — • Can' ft thou feme 

Haft thou made trial of his keeper's faith? (him ? 

Em Gold, that? in Spaniih feales, outweighs their God, 

Has bought his band! and, all, his faith's your owp. 

Alz. Then (Heaven be blefs’d) this metal, f/frm'alot 
Sometimes, atdnes the wrongs, ’tisdugto caufe ! [ crimes , 

——But, we loie time : why doft thou feem to paufe? 

Em. I cannot think they purpofe Zamor’s death. 
Alvarez has noc loft his povo'r fo^far, • 

Nor can the Council — • 

Alz. They are Spaniards, all. % 

Mark the proud, partial, gui't of thefe vain men ! 

Ours, but a country, held, to yield them, slaves ; 

Who reign, our Kings, by right of different clime ! 
Zamor, mean while, by birth, true Sov’reign here. 
Weighs but a rebel, in their righteous fcale ! \, 

Oh! civiliz'd alien t, of facial murder ! 

But, why, Emira, fhould this foldier flay ? 

Em. You may cxpeEl him inftantly. -The night 

Methinks grown darker, veils your bold delign. 
Wearied by (laughter, and unwalh’d from blood. 

The world's proud fpoilers ^ now, lie hulh’d, in fteep. 

Alz Away, and find tins Spaniard. Guilt’s bought 

Opening the prifon, innocence goes free. [hand 

Em. See ! — by Cephania led, he comes, with Zamor. 

Be cautious. Madam, at fo dark an hour. 

Left, met fufpe&ed honour fhould be loft : 

And modefty, miftaken , fuffer Jhame. 

Alz. What does thy ill-taught fear miftake, for jhame? 
Virtue, at midnight, walks, as fafe, ivtthini 
As in the confeious glare of flaming day, 

Vo l. II. M Sh* 
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She who in form finds virtue, has no virtue . 

All the Jhame lies, in biding honeft love. 

— - Honour , alien phantom, here call’d pride. 

Lends' but a length’ning/Wi?, to fetting virtue . 

Honour’s not love of innocence , but pratfe\ 

The fear of cenfure, not diftafte of Jin ! 

■———-But, 1 was taught in a /merer clime, 

That virtue, tho’ it Jhines not, ftill, is virtue : 

And heart- felt honour grows not, but within. 

This my heart knows : and, knowing, bids me dare, 

Shou’d lleav'n forfake the juft , be bold, and fave him. 

! # 

Enter Zamor, with Cephania, and a Spanijh foldier. 

Zam. For what new torment haft thou call’d me hither ? 

*Alz. Ah ! fly thy hopes are loft ; thy fate hangs o’er 

Efcape, this moment, or thou ftay’ft to die. [thee. 

Halle, lofe no time — begone-, this guardian Spaniard 

Will teach thee'to deceive the murd’rers hope. 

Reply not, judge thy ftate, from my defpair : 

Save, by thy flighty the man I love, from death ; 

The man, whom I have /worn t' obey from blood ; 

And a loft world, that knows thy worth, from tears. 
Thy country calls thee : night conceals thy fteps. 

Pity thy fat* ; and leave me, to my own. 

Zam. Thovf roller's property ! thou Chriflian’s wife ! 

Thou 1 who dar’ll love me yet, can’ll bid me live ! 

If I tnuft live, come thou , and make life tempting. 

But, ’tvvas a cruel wjh ! 1 cannot fljteld thee 1 

Stript of my pow’r and frifnds* arid nothing left me. 

But wrongs and mifery !- 1 have no dower , 

To bribe reluftant love. All thou canft fhare. 

With me, will be — my defart , — and my heart. 

When I had more , I laid it at thy feet. 

Alz. Ah ! what are crowns, that mull no more be thine? 
I lov’d, not pow'r , but thee : thy felf once loft , 

What has an empty world, to tempt my ftay ? 

Far in the depth of thy lad defarts, trac’d. 

My 
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My heart will feek thee : fancy, there, tnifleads 
My weary, wand’ring fteps : there, horror finds 
And preys upon, my folitude : there, leaves me. 

To languilh life out, in unheard complaints : 

To wafte, and wither, in the tearlefs winds : 

And die, with fhame , at breach of plighted faith. 

For being only thine and, yet, another's. 

• — Go carry with thee both my peace and life : 

And leave (ah wou’d thou cou’dft) thy forrows, here. 

I have my lover e and my fame , to guard: 

And I will fave ’em both. Be gone— for ever. 

Zam. I hate this fame, falfe avarice of fancy l * 

The fickly Jhade of an unfolid greatnefs ! 

The lying lure of pride, that Europe cheats by ! 

Perilh the ground lefs feemings of their virtue ! 

But, lhall forc'd oaths, at hgted Chriftian altars. 

Shall Gods, who rob the Gods of out forefathers. 

Shall tbefe — obtrude a lord, and blaft a lover ! 

Ah. Since it was fworn — or tojy<j«r*Gods, or theirs , 
What help is left me ? 

Zam. None — adieu — For ever. [Going. 

Alz. Stay. — What afarewel, this ?* Return, 1 charge thee. 
Zam. [ Returning .] Carlos, perhaps, will hear thee. 
Alz. Ah ! pity rather • 

Than thus upbraid my wretchednefs. 

Zam. Think, then. 

On our paft vows. 

Alz. I think of nothing, now , 

But of thy danger. 

Zam. Oh ! tHbu Ijaft undone 

The tend? reft fondeft lover ! 

Ah. Still, I love. 

Crime as it is, I love thee. Leave me, Zamor, 

Leave me, alone to die. — Ha 1 cruel ! tell me ! 

What horrible defpair , revolving wildly, 

Buifts from thy eyes, with purpole more than mortal? 
Zam. It shall be so. • [Going. 

Ah. What wou'dft thou ? — ~ Whither go' ft thou ? 

M 2 [Holding him. 
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Zam. To make a proper ufe of unbop' d freedom. 

Alz. By Heav’n! if ’tis to death, I’ll follow thee. 

Zam. Horrors unmix’d with love, demand me, now . 
Leave me — Time flies. Night blackens. Duty calls. 
Soldier, attend my fteps. [Exit hafiily. 

Alz Alas, Emira' 

I faint - 1 die in what ungovern’d ftart 
Of lone rafh thought, he left me ! Iiojle Emira, 

Watch his fear’d n. caning trace his fatal footfteps,— 

And — it thou feeft him fafe, return, and blefs me. 

k [Exit Emira. 

——si black, prefaging, forrow fwells my heart ! 

What could a day, like this, produce, but woe ? 

Oh ! thou * dark, aweful, vaft, mvfterious Pow*r , 
Whom Chnjttans worfhip, yet, not comprehend! 

If," ignorant of thy new laws, I fray, 

• Shed from thy diftant heav'n , where e’er it fhines. 

One ray of guardian light , to clear my way : 

And teach me, firft to know , then aft thy will. 

Bur, if my only crime is love of Zamor, 

If that offends thine jeye, and claims thy anger : 

Pour thy due vengeance on my hopelefs head s 
For, 1 am, then, a wretch, too loft, for mercy. 

Yet— -be the wand’rer’s guide, amid ft his defarts / 
Greatly dilperofe thy good with equal hand ; 

Nor, partial to the partial, give Spain, all. 

Thou canft not be confin’d to care of parts ; 

Keedlefs of one world, and the othe 's father : 
Vanquifh’d, and vi&ors, are alike, to thee : 

And all our vain diftinttiono mix, before thee. 

— -\h! what toreboding Jbriek! — again! and louder f. 

Oh Heav’n ! amidft the wildnefs of that found, 

I heard the name of Zamor ! Zamor's dead ! 

Hark ! -a third time ! — and, now, the mingled cries’ 
Come quick' mng on my ear! 


fatter 
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Enter Emira, frighted. 

■ Emira, save me. 

What has he done ? — In pity of my fears. 

Speak, — and bellow fome comfort. 

Em. Con, fort is, loft : 

-And all the rage of death has, fure, poflefs’d him. 

Fird, he chang'd habit, with the trembling foldier. 

Then f .cch’d his weapon from him. —The robb’d wretch 
Flew, . ighted, tow’rd the gate ; — while furious Zamor, 
IV’ld, as the fighting rage ot wintry winds , 

Full’d to the public hall , where fits (.he Council • » * 
Fallowing, 1 law him pafs the deeping guards: 

But lojt him, when he enter'd. ——In a moment, 

1 heaid a lound of voices cry, He's dead ; 

The", clam'rous calls , from ev’ry fide at once, 

Ho arms, to arms! Ah! fvladam, Itay, not here* 

Fly, to the inmojl rooms , and Ihun the danger. 

;dz. No, dear Emira : rather, let e.s try, 

W lu-ther our weaknefs may not find fome means. 

Late, and unlikely as it is, to fave hint. 

/, too, dare die. • 

Em. They come. Protect us, Heav'n ! 

# 

Enter Hon Alonzo. 

• • 

A 1 o i. Madam, you ftir no farther.— —I have orders. 
To leize your perfon : — — * Fis a charge, unwijh'd. 

Alz. Whence doll thou come ? What fury lent thee 
What is become of Zatjior ? [hither ? 

Alon. At a time, . 

So'-full of danger my refpedt gives way. 

To duty. * You muft pleafe to follow me. 

Alz, Oh, Fortune ! Fortune 1 this is too fevere t 
Zamor is deao : and I am only captive ! 

—Why doll thou weep? What have a Spaniard’s tears 
To do with woes, which none but Spaniards caufe ? 
Wrong’d to diftafte*of life, com t*death! and Chow 
-Some lafe, tho' dark retreat, for weary woe 

M 3 


Heav’n 



1 66 A L % I R A. 

i 

Heav'n is too juft, tthen, fare, diftrefs purfu’dj 
To fee, in life to come, paft pangs renew’d. 

There, fjmiles the foul, efcap’d from ali its pain ; 

There, forrow meets reward i and triumphs reign. 

A C T V. 

« 

, Aizira, guarded. 

4 «t 

W HEN (hall I die ? Anfwer, ye dumb deftroyers . 

Ye bold provokers of intuited Heav’n • 

"Who, when you mean to murder , fay, you judge ! 

Why does your brutal Jtfence leave my foul 
Flutt’ring, ’twixt hope and fear, in tort’ring doubt ? 

Why am I not inform'd of Zamor’s fate ? 

They will mi'jpeak i no matter, fince I hope 
To htar no goody why (hou’d 1 hear, at all? 

The conduct of thele watchful mutes is ftrange 1 
They fuze me, guard me, and confine me, here ; 

Yet answer nothing , but with looks of hate > 

Chancing, but now, to figh my Zamor’s name, 

Thele frighted ponders, (truck with Spanilh envy. 
Started, turn’d pale ; and trembled , at the found 1 

Enter Ezmont. 

AJas f my father, too ? 

Ezm. To what dark depth 
01 fad dejpair halt thou reduc’d us all h 
See icw, rt.e fruits of thy unhft’mng love ! 

Alz. Wliat have I done? anc* what has Zamoi fuffer’d ? 
Ezm Ev’n in the inftant, while, with growing hope* 
We pw ac'ed, ea r neft, for thy lover’s life , 

While we yet bung , or the half -granted pray’r ; 

An ent’nng jclaur drew our notes tow’rd him. 


’Twas 
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*Twas Zamor!— -dreadful in a borrow'd drefs 1 
At once , he hurl’d his furious eyes, amongft us, 

And his more furious person. Scarce I Jaw, 

So rapid was his motion, that his hand 
Held a drawn j word ! — To enter— reach our feats. 
And, lion-like, fpring to the bread of Carlos. 

Th’ affault , the wound , the death , was, all, one moment ! 
Oiit-gulh’d your hujhand's blood, to llain the father : 
As if ’twou’d lend him blufhes , for the daughter ! 
—Zamor, mean while, the dreadful action done , 
Soft’ning to fudden calmnefs , at the feet 
Of fad Alvarez fell: and, to his hand, 

Refign’d the fword, which his fon’s blood made horrid. 
ihe j at her ftarted into back'ning terror ! 

The murd'rer dafh’d his bofom on the ground, 

1 but reveng'd Ihe cry’d) my wyongs, and fhame ! 
/knew my duty — know your own, againft me: 

Nature your motive, hard oppreflion mine. 

He faid no more : — but, p- of rate, hop'd his doom. 

Alz. Let me not hear the reft: — ’tis, all, too dreadful. 
Ezm. Th* afflifted jather funk upon my bofom. 
Night’s filent (hade grew vocal with our tries. 

Fiom ev’ry fide at once, fwarm following fwarm, 

A flow of fruitlefs help furrounded Carlos ; # 

To flop th’ out-fwelling blood, and bold back life. 

— But what moll lhakes me, tho’ ’tis toil thee, laft , 

Is— that they think thee guilty of his death j 
And, infolently loud , demand thy own. 

Alz. But, can you 

Ezm , No. Impossible, I cannot. 

I know thy heart too well, to wrong thy virtue. 

I know thee, too, too capable of weaknefs'. 

But not of purpos'd blood. — — 1 faw this danger. 

But, thy charm’d eyes, ev’n on the brink of fate. 

Were blinded by thy love ; and thou art fail’t 

— Thy hulband murder’d, by thy lover’s hand 
The Council that accufes, will condemn thee : 

And ignominious death becomes thy doom. 

M 4 Jcam 
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I came to warn thee, and prepare thy fpiric. 

Now, haft’ning back, try ev’ry hope, for pardon ; 

Or, failing to redeem thee, Jhare thy death. 

Ah My pardon ! — Pardon, at thefe murd’rers hands! 
The King, my jatber , ftoop his pray’r to them ! 

Death, if it hides me from that thought , is rapture. 

—Ah ! Sir, live on : hope ftill ibme happier day ; 

Then, pay back all thefe pangs,— and blefs Peru. 

Wait that determin’d hour— and love Alzira; 

This all the prafr fhe makes , this all, fhe wijbes. 

Ezm But is no pity due to dying Carlos ? 
sik. I find his fate too cruel: and muft mourn 

Thro’ fear, that he deferv’d it. As for Zamor, 

Whofe rafhnefs has reveng’d his country's wrongs. 

Urg’d oy too keen remembrance of his own, 

I pather cenjure , nor excuse, his daring. 

I wou’d h*ve Jtaid him : but, he rujh'd to die ; 

And ’tis not in my choice , to live, without him. 

Ezm. Shed th/wifh’d mercy here , All-pow’rfulHeav*n! 

[Exit. 

Ah [Alone"] My weeping/«/i»rr call’d on Ileav'n, to faveme, 
J will not talk the grace of Heav’n fo boldly: 

Let me not be at all and I’m not wretched. 

Th’ Almighty Chrifiian Pow’r, that knows me innocent, 
Exa£t$ (they, (ay) long life in deep diftrefs * 

And thunders at the brave, who Jhorten woe. 

The Gods who once were mine, were lefs fever e •, 

Why fhou’d the wretch, unhoping, ftruggle on. 

Thro’ vicwlefs lengths of miferable woe. 

Yet. dread the hand of death, that points to refuge! 

Sure ! Chrifiians , in this tale, belye their God. 

His fav’ntes, whom he arms with his own thunders. 

Can they have right , from him, to wafte a world. 

To fweep whole millions into heath's cold arms; 

And, fhall not 1 for reft and fafety, claim 
A pow’r he gives to them, for pride and rage ? 

■s-AhJ— Z«ynpt com*! they le^d him out, to die! 

Enter 
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Enter Zamor, in chains: guarded by Spaniards. 

• * 

Zam.Kind , in their purpos’d malice, they have brought me, 
Where my expiring foul (hall mix with thine. 

Yes, my Alzira, we are doom’d, together. 

Their black tribunal has condemn’d us, both : 

For innocence offends, where guilt is judge. 

But Carlos is not dead l— -that wounds me deepeft. 
Carlos furvives,*o boaft fhort triumph o’er us : 

And dies fo (lowly, that our fate precedes him ! 

— Yet, he must die : my hand not err'd fo far, m • 

But he muft die : and, when he does, my foul 

Shall fnatch th’ expected moment, hov’ring, watchful. 

And hunt him, in revenge , from ftar to ftar. 

Pious Alvarez, mournful, comes, behind. 

Charg’d with our bloody fentence, fign’d, in council. 

That murder may be fanftify'd, by form.* 

My only jrzVf is, — that tho ■ dy’ft, for me. 

Alz. That, that, fliou’d leave thy grief without complaint. 
Since I am lov’d, and love, — to die ydth Zamor, 

Is happinefs and triumph. — Blefs my fate ; 

No blow but this cou’d break my endlefs chain. # 

Think, then, this period of fuppos’d diftrefs , 

This moment, that unites our hands in deaths 
Is the firft (hielder of my love from woe. * 

Now, fmiling fate rejtores me to myfelf: 

And 1 can give a heart, once more, my own. 

But there’s a caule for tears,— Alvarez claims ’em : 
We, while he fpeaks our. doom, (hall feel, but his. 

Zam. See ! how the flow-pac’d mourner weeps his errand. 

Enter Alvarez. 

Alz. Which , of us three, does fortune, mojl , diftrefs ? 
What an affemblage ours, of mingled woes 1 

Zam. Since Heav’n will have it fo,Ahat, from thy tongue, 
I ihould receive death's fummons , let it come ; 

’Twill 
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•Twill have one pow’r to pleafe j— for I lhall hear thee. 
Do not, then, pity ; but condemn me boldly ; 

And, if thy heart, tho’ Spaniih, bends beneath it, 

Ithink, thou but doom’ll an unfubmitting favage ; 

Who kill'd thy fon — becaufe unlike his lather. 

But, what has poor Alzira done ? perhaps. 

She dies, becaufe, in her, a people lives ! 

In her, alone, glows that collected foul , 

That, in paft ages, brighten’d all Peru ! 

But excellence is guilt, where enviers judge ? 

Ah. Wond’rous old Virtue l obftinately kind ! 

Tn3a rftngly juft , amidft a race of thieves ! 

’Twere to be bafe as they are, cou’dl ftoop 
To deprecate a vengeance duly thine. 

For thy fan’s blood, be mine thy willing facrifice. 

All I require, is — but defence from Jlander -, 

From poor fufpicion of a guilt I j corn . 

Carlos, tho’ hated, was a hated hujband: 

He was Alvarez '/on, too ; and, as fuch , 

Call’d for that rev'rence , which bimfelf deferv’d not. 

As for thy nation , let ’em praife or blame me, 

7 by witnefs only can be worth my claim. 

Mourn,not my death, ’tis joy, to die, with Zamor : 

And all the pain I fuffer, is, for thee. 

Ah. Words will have way : or grief, fupprefs’d in vain, 
Wou’d burft its paffage, with th’ out-rufhing foul. 

What forrows ever match’d this mingled fcene 
Of tevdernefs and horror /——my fon’s murderer 

Is Zamor ! He, who guarded me, from murder , 

Is, alfo, Zamor ! hold that image, faft. 

Afflicted nature ! — life, unwifh’d, by me. 

Is due, to Zamor : young, belov’d, untry’d 
In hope’s falfe failings, joys may make him happy. 

Mv tafte of time is gone : and life, to me. 

Is but an ev’ning’s walk, in rain and darknefs. 

Father I am (at leaft, I was, a father :) 

But every father, fiM, was form’d, a man. 

And, ipite of nature’s call, that cries for vengeance , 
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The voice of gratitude muft ftill be beard. 

Oh ! thou, fo late my daughter ! thou ! whom* yet, 
’Spite of thefe tears, 1 call by that lov’d name 1 
Miftake not my purfutt.—l cannot wifh 
Thofe horrible reliefs, that rife, from blood. 

It lhocks me, thro’ a foul, that feels, tor three ; 

Hard ftroke of juftice! thus, to lofe, at once. 

My daughter, my deliverer, and my fon. 

The Council, with mifguided view to footb me, 

111 chofe my tongue, to tell their dreadful will. 

True, I receiv’d the charge : for, I had weigh'd it. 

And found it not mpojftbk, to fave you : 

Zamor might make it eafy. 

Zam. Can I? tell me : 

Can Zamor lave Alzira P Quickly tell me: 

How ? By what length of torments ? and, *tis donee 

Alv. Call off thy idol gods : and be a Chrtftian. 

Zam. That were deferving death, through fear of dying. 
Alv. That Angle change 'everfes all our fates. 

Kind to the courted fouls of pagan converts. 

We have a law, remits their body’s doom. 

This latent Jaw, by Heaven’s peculiar mercy. 

Points out a road, and gives a right to pardon. # 
Religion can dilarm a Cbrtjhan's anger. 

Thy blood becomes a brother's, fo converters 
And with a living fon, repays a dead. * 

Prevented vengeance, feiz'd in her defcent. 

So relts, fufpended, and declines to fall. 

From thy new faith, Alzira draws new life ; 

And both are happy here, and blefs’d hereafter. 

Why are thou filent ? Is the talk fo hard. 

That adds eternal life, to life, below ? 

Speak from thy (hoice, determine my relief. 

Fain wou’d I owe th et yet a fecond being. 

Thou robb'Jt me of my life : reftore one, to me. 

A childlefs father wifhes thee to live. 

Alzira is a Cbriftian : be thou fo. * 

*Tis all the recompence , my wrongs will urge. 

4 
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Zam. [To Al%.\ Shall we , thou faired, nobleft, boaft of 
Shall we, fo far, indulge our fear to die ? [beauty ! 

Shall the .foul’s bafenefe bid the body live? 

Shall Zamor’s Gods bow to the Gods of Carlos ? 

Why wou’d Alvarez bend me, down, to fhame? 

Why wou’d he, thus, become the Jpirit's tyrant? 

Into how ftrange a fnare am 1 imped’d ! 

Either Alzira dies, or lives, to Jcorn me! 

Tell me, — when Fortune gave thee to my power. 

Had I, at fuch a pur chafe, held thy I lie. 

Tell me, with honeft truth, — wou'dft thou have bought it ? 

jd!& l Ihou’d ha vt pray'd the Power, \ now implore. 
To widen, lor his truth, a heait like thine : 

Dark as it is, yet, worthy to be Cbrifttan. I thee. 

Zam [To Alz.~\ Death ha no pain , but what I feel lor 
IJfe h.-'S no pow’r to charm, buc what thru giv’it it. 
Thou, then, that art my foul, vouchfaie to guide it. 

But, think ! - remember, ere thou bid’lt me tbufe ! 

’Tis on a matter, of mor weignt f a uje •, 

’Tis on a fubjett , t.>at concerns iny Gods : 

And, all tl ole Gods, in one — my dear Alzira ! 

Itruft it to thy h >nour, - ■ fpeak - am fix me. 

If ti.ou conceiv’d it Jhame, thou wilt di/datn it. 

Alz. Then, bear me, Zamor. — My un-.appy father 
Difpos’d njy willing heart, ’twixt heaven and thee: 

Th- God he Choie, was mine : - tliou may’d, perhaps, 
Accufe it, as tha weaknefs of my youth : 

Bur, 'twas not fo. My foul, enlarg’d, and clear. 

Took in th* folemn light ol Chriftian truth. 

I faw, — at lead, 1 thought If aw, convidion. ,j> 
And, wh< n my lips abjur’d my country’s Gods, 

My fecret heart confirm’d the change, within, K 
But, ^had wanted that diredive zeal. 

Had l renounc'd my Gods, yet dill believ'd ’em j 
That — had not been an error, but a bafenefs. 

That had been mocking Heaven’s whole hod, at once i 
The Powers I quitted, and the Power I cboft.^ - 

> A change 
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A change like that, had err'd beyond the tongue & 

And taught the filent, fervile foul , to lye. 

I cou’d have wifh’d, that faith had lent thee light t 

But fince it did not, let thy virtue guide thee. 

Zam. I knew thy gen’rous choice before I beard it. 
Who, that can diewith thee , wou'd fhun fuch death. 

And live, to his own infamy ? Not Zamor. 

,llv. Stubborn deftroyers ofyourfelves and me! 

Whom honour renders blind , and virtue cruel 1 

* [A dead march . 

Hark 1 — the time prefles. — Thefe are founds of farrow ., 

Enter Don Alonzo, followea by a mix'd croud of Spaniards, 
and Americans, mournfully. Ezmont. 

Ahn. We bring, obedient to*his lafi command, • 
Our ( ying captain, your unhappy fon, 

Who lives no longer, than to reach your hofom. 

A furious crowd of his lame iting frierifls 
Prefs, to attend him, and revenge his blood. 

Enter Don Carlos : brought in by Spanifh foldiers , and 
furrounded by a number of followers , fame of wfrom ad- 
vance , to ftize Akira. 

• • 

Zam. [ lnterpojing .] Wretches ! keep diffance. Let 

Alzira live : 

Mine was the (ingle guilt, be mine the vengeance. 

Ah. Be feafied , ye officious hounds of blood : 

Guiltlefs or guilty, 'us my choice, to die. 

Ah. My fon ! my dying fon ! — this filent palenefs. 
This look, /peaks for thee, and forbids all hope. 

Zam. \jfo D. Car.] Even to the laft then, thou main- 
tain’d thy hate ? 

Come — fee m efufer: mark my eye: and fcorn me. 

If my expiring foul confefles fear. 

Look— and be taught, at lead, to Me— by Zamor. 

Car, 
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Car. [To Zamf\ I have no time to copy out thy Virtues t 
But, there are fome of mine, I come to teach thee. 

I Jhou'd, in life , have given thy pride example : 

Take it (too late) in death : and mark it, well. 

[To A/v.] Sir , my departing fpiri tjlaid its journey, 

Firft, till my eyes might leave their beams in yours i 
And rheir dim lights expiie amidft your bluffing. 

Next, what you taught me, ‘tismytafkto Jhow, 

And die, the Jon of your paternal virtue. 

Eager in life’s warm race, I never flopp’d , 

Tp look behind me, and review my way. 

But,* at the gole , before I judg’d it near, 

I ftart, and recoiled forgotten Jlidings. 

On the grave’s ferious verge, I turn, and fee 

Humanity effac'd, to cherifh pride: 

Keaven has reveng’d the earth — and Heav’n is juft! 
Cou’d my own blood but expiate all I Jhed , 

All, my raw fword has drawn, from fuff’ring innocence, 

I fhou’d lie down in duft, and reft in peace. 

Cheated by profp’rous fortune, death deals plainly i 

But 1 have learnt to live, when Xffeforfak.es me. 

Safe and forgiven, tie the hand I fall by. 

Power js, yet, mine: and it abfolves my murder. 

Live, my proud enemy ; and live, in freedom. 

Live, arid obferve , tho’ ChriJ'tians oft act ill , 

They muft forgive ill adions, in another. 

■ Ezmont , my friend! and you, ye friendlefs Indians! 

Subjeffs , not Jlaves 1 be rul’d, henceforth, by law. 

Be grateful to my pity , tho’ ’twas late -, 

And teach your country’s .Kings, to fear no longer. 

• Rival, learn, hence, the difference, ’twixt our Gods: 

Thine have infpir’d thee to purfue revenge: 

But, mine s when that revenge had reach’d my life , 
Commands me to efieem , and give thee pardon. 

Alv. Virtues like theft, my fon, fccure thy peace : 

But double the dijlrefs ot us, who lofe thee. 

Alz. Of all the painful venders thou haft caus’d me. 

This 
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This change, this language, will afflift me, moft! 

Zam. Die, foon, or live for ever. If thou, thus, 1 

Go’ft on, to charm my anger into envy, 

I {hall repent* 1 was not born* a ChriJHan, 

And bate the juftice , that compell’d my blow ! 

Car. I will go farther, yet •, 1 will not leave thee. 

Till I have fotten’d vengeance into friendship. 

— Mournful Alzira has been too unhappy : 

Lov’d, to dtftrejs, and married to misfortune / 

I wou’d do i'omething, to atone her wrongs : 

And, with a fofter fenfe, imprint.her pity. 

Take her and owe her, to the hand fhe bates.* - » " 

Live, and remember me, without a curfe. 

Relume loft empire, o’er your conquer’d ftates : 

Be friends to Spain y — nor enemies to Carlos, 
f ToAlv. |--Vouchlafe«*ycIaim,Sy‘, to this fon, this daughter: 
And he, both father , and protestor here. 

May Heaven, and you, be kind ! and they bz- -Chrijlians ! 

Zam. I Hand immoveable — confusVi' aftonilh’d! 

If thefe are Cbnjhan virtues, 1 am Cbriftian. 

The faith, that can infpire this gen’rous change, 

Mufi be divine and glows with all its God ! 

— Friendlhip, and conftancy, and right, and pity. 

All tbefe were leflons, I had learnt before. 

But, this unnatural grandeur of the foul % , 

Is more than mortal : and out-reaches virtue. 

It draws it charms it binds me, to be Chriftian. 

It bids me blulh, at my remember’d rafhnefs : 

Curfe my revenge— and pay thee all my love. 

• [ ? brows bimfelf at bis feet. 

Alz. A widow'd wife, blufhing to be thus late. 

In her acknowledgment of tender pity ; 

Low, at your injur’d feet, with proftrate heart, 

| Kneels with Zamor. 
Weeps your untimely death : and thanks your goodnefs. 

Torn, by contending paflions, I want power. 

To fpeak a thoufand truths, I fee ycu merit : 

But, 
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But, honour, and confefs, your greatnefs, tarotgd. 

Car. Weep not, Alzita 1 forgive, again. 

— For the laft time, my father! lend your bofora. 

Live, to be bit/s' d ! and make Alzira fo. 

Remember, Zamor,— that a Chriftian — Oh ! [Lies. 

Ah. \ffo Ezra.] I fee the hand of Heaven in our misfor- 
But, juftice ftrikes : and fuffrers muft fubmit. [tune. 

Woes are good counfellors: and, kindly, fhmo y 
What profp'rous pride difdains to let us know. 

While in triumphant fwell, on joy's light ftream, 
Pown dance our wanton hopes, thro’ life’s gay dream, 
NoTffrr alarms, no cool reflection (hakes : 

But all one pleafure, all one madnefs, makes. 

Mot fo, when forrow's bitter tafte is known 1 
Then, graft we fighs, for others, on our own. 

‘Then, the mind widening, takes in fenfe, of all : 
And Pardon' % voice we hear ■, and Pity ' s call. 
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TRAGEDY, 


ACT I. SCENE I. 

Saul. 1~)E dumb, vain boy 1 — nor force a foldier’s blufh s 
|J A King’s I name not for, thy recreant blo<Sd 

Stagnates, too cold, to feel a Monarch’s fires. * 

Born, with a fupple, an un- mounting, fpul, 

Daring, yet dull 1 and, withe ut motive, brave * — * 
Un-jealotifly, fupportmg, even^the hand. 

That bars thee horn a throne* — by £>irth, indeed, 

Thy claim : but, puntly, rejign’d, to foHdnefs , 

For one, whofe guilt, thy blindnefs Wou’d protect 
To hunt thy father’s life, and fhame thy awn * 

Jonatb. Far from my heart, with humbjeft duty fill’d. 
Be every thought that gives a father pain. 

Oh l-*-by thofe virtues, which (uncrown’d) had reign'd , 
And owe no honours to a refeued throne > 

Diftruft hot him, whofe igmoft foul Fve feareb'd. 

And find it ftamp’d for virtue [ Jonathan 

Scarce, more, avow’d your fofc than 

Saul. For thy hje, 

Breathe not the traitor’s name. 

Jonatb. I must not, now — 

Yet, — but your frown prevented 1 might, elfe, 

Pferhaps, unwarily, have judg’d him wrong'd : 

Perhaps, have added , — (had the King not frown'd) 

That, tho* far fall'n, himfelf, his faith Hands Jim : 

Voi.. II. N His 
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His loyalty un-ma^cb'd* as, when, 4 

tJn -arm’d, he iaftd* beyond an 

"When, charg'd with trophies * from th^jt wretch of Gath, 

Mode#, he met, your joy* and wonder* mix'd *, 

And blufh'd* beneath the juftice of your praife I 
Saul. I fee, nor fee, dtfpleadd * thy gen'rous aim : 
That, to difarm my vengeance, wou’d re-call 
The triumphs of his hand* whole heart I hate. - — 

Thou art too weakly partial* in his caufe. 

Jonath. Yet, meant I, to be juft. 

Saul. Ha ! juft ? Where, — anfwer me. 

Where is the rebel, now ? this modest rebel ! 

Now* “when his bleeding country claims his fword ! 

When hoftile Paleftine, with conqu’ring hand. 

O’er Ifrael’s mountains, pours the tawny war ! 

Where is your David, now* your bafe defer ter? 

Does he not march, enroll’d, th’ invader’s guide? 

Heads he not out-law' d Hebrews * in their caufe ; 
Perverted, all, fry him ? all rebel braves ! 

All, emulative of their traitor chief? 

Does he not come, dtfclofed? a foe, proclaim'd? 

Blaftmg his native air ! to ftain the land. 

With bloody blulhes, at thy friendjhip wrong'd? 

Jonah. Might I prefume l but — if I err — 

Saul. Go or. 

I love thy tfr{ue : — *tis thy choi'cf, I fcorn. 

Jonath. Oh * pafiive fate* of friendlels mifery ! 

Thus, the unfortunate * condemn’d, by all. 

Hear, what they fujfer* charg’d, as, what they feek I 
Even Saul! imperial Saul ! the wife ! the juft 1 
His country’s guardian ! and his fubjedt’s foul / 

Even he ! — forgets — that— whom his anger blames* 

But , from his Sovereign’s darted javelin* fled ! 1 

Saul. Pfolhou’d have ft aid-, and watch’d returning peaca 
Another day, perhaps, my foul, like thine. 

Might have o'er-leek’d th’ inflating ftamp, of fcorn * 

The leer of confcious hope * th’ exulting fcowli, 

‘ , . ‘ ' That, 



That, & e traitor’s brow, *-* 

Fyti his fiipplafjjt:4 wrol, and glow’d with joy ! 

Jonatb. Snail then officious prwpbets*' txnng zeal 
Condemn the gmltlefi ? — He por knew, nor wtfh’d, it : 
His humbler thoughts repelPa th’ unpleafing hope- 
Saul. Perilh thole priefts ! whofe gutlt-anointitifc hands 
Light up ambition : and, beneath the name 
Of un-concurring Heav'n, lodge grace in lies. 

To fanbtify rebellion I — So, was my youth 
Seduc’d from quiet happinefs \—fo, drawn. 

To quit the joys of independent peace ; 

And facnficc retreat , to pompous mtfety ! 

But, when, deceptive of their coward frauds , 

When, felf-affur’d, I fear'd not to forgive ; 

When, firm, to fpare the conquer’d, and diftrefs’d, 

I dir’d afiert the Goo, againft {he Priest ; 

Dat’d dtfbelieve , that mercy cou’d offend. 

Or cruelty delight him trembling hypocrites 

Transferr’d dominion , to an h' mbler upftart ; 

And wrong’d the power of heav'n to keep their own . 

Enter High-Priefl incline holy. # 

a 

H.Prieft. Thus, to enquiring Saul, th’ Al<iightv 
fpeaks. y 

Saul. Smile , reverenc.\doj^ard ‘fmile-*— That gloom 
betrays thee. 

Ere thou bcgin’ft thy lift, of lying woes. 

Know I fore-judge ’em — ’Tis not a Prieft's virtue , 

To aid a power, that 'nofon Priefts depends. 

Were the God really yours, Whole name you play with. 
He wou’d be yours, but, while he ferv’d your ends j 
If he forgave your foes, he loft your prayers. 

H. Prieflf Hear, not my voice : but, hear, the voice 
of Heaven. 

*thusfays the Great, th’ offended, Lord of All j 
** Why feek’ft thou help from me, ^when my Commands 
** Prelumptuous, thou haft broken. — From thy houfe 

2 “ The 
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“ The forfeit kingdom, rent, fronfc&tMefs Saul, 

“ Is to another } given i * < 

Saul. Leffener of Heaven ! 

When I, at Shiloh, fought thy fruitlefs prayer, 

I afk’d not my own fate — my wilh but glow’d 
With warlike warmth, to meet th’ invader’s powers. 

I hop’d, the fears, you felt, had turn'd your oracle. 

To warrant, now , repenting fubjefls duty. 

Whom, when you found no call for their afliftance. 

You taught t elellion v and difarm’d the State. 

4/. Prteji. U- rim, and Thu — mim, every various rite 
Of ouiMnytteiious low, we tried, in vain: 

No anfwering God enioic'd the facred vail, 

No Jign propitious, fnatch’d th’ accepted fire, 

’Twas all blanc fiknce — all, portentous gloom — 

The half burnt offering fmpak’d, in beamlefs flame. 

Drops of cold fweat bedew’d my lifted hands. 

The rifing pavement heav’d agamft my foot ; 

Afighing wind, giG.in’d, bodeful, from within. 

The curtains tumbled, and the lamps expir'd. 

Jonath. Oh, horrid ’ — deprecate, thou reverend Seer 1 

Th’ impending liowns of Heaven a Monarch, fav'd. 

Shall kneel, to thank thy prayer, and bail thee, bleft. 

Saul. Whin iappluat Princes kneel, to pamper’d Prtejls, 

The mitre hiifcp the ci own dtg'nerate boy 1 

King*, who, tbmjelvel , ptfOt-s, fupport no State. — 

Abner, yet, mine — and Gilead’s captains firm, 

With then unlhakcn thoufands, aid my caufe— 

Pneft, let thy trumpet found /edition's call. 

Mine (hall nle, lhnller, and, be heaid to Heaven •, 
for, ’us thy caufe, O L leaven 1 for which I fight. — 
Away — go, kneel - pi ay hard for my deftruftion, 

1 hen. Heaven, to c> ofs your bopis, may blefs my arms. 

H. Purjl No — wher, Irom battle, Saul returns, with 
Say, by m voice, th’ Eternal never fpoke — [life. 
Then, be the death, thy doom, referv’d for me ! 

Saul. Oh 1 gicatlydiinted 1 all thy curfes fall, 
Redoubled, on my he^ jf thou not dieft, 

A punifh'd 
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A punifh’d traitor, fa the army’s view, 

That day, when I return with conqueft home. 

i 

Enter Abner. 

Abner, thou com’ft, at wifh — See the High Prlift 
Committed to the care of watchful guards ; 

My viilory, or death , decides his fate. 

[Abner nods to two foldiers , who feize the High Priefi. 
H. Prieft. All ! Prince — What man can do, thy cou- 
. rage will. • 

But man, againft his Maker , ftrives in vain. 

[Exit guarded. 

Ahner. Let the King live for ever, let his foes 

Fall, and be crufh’d, beneath his virtues’ power, 

Till he looks round, upon a fitiiling woild, * 

And every eye, that meets him, owns him T.ord. 
Banging, this morning, o’er the neighbouring hills. 

In a high cave, on Endor’s «-raggy Tide, 

Deep, in the chfted rock, retir’d from day. 

Sleeping, I took this forcerefs taught her power. 

By oft-hurt fhepherds, who, in vales, beneath^ 
Tending their fleecy care, had felt her fpleen. * 

Saul. Hag! when thouheard’ft of thy^dark Jifter's fate. 
How didft thou dare &5oid thyjlfltteringTibpe 
Cherifh a thought of in an art. 

Baleful, polluted, horrible, and black, 

With myftic bloodlhed, and with midnight fpells? 

Witch. Oh, fpare.my» worthlefs life, a namelefs wretch 
Dependent on a miftrefs, who compels 
Th* infernal powers, themfehes , to lerve her will. 

And chains up life and death , to wait her call. 

Saul. Where dees the death-devoted mifehief dwell ? 
Witch, Safe, and far hid, within that dreadful cave. 
Lie cells, which fhadowy forms , at midnight, fkim. 

Fill’d, with thin yellings, and faint lereams ol gbojls, 
Conftrain’d to meafure earth’s, reqn&eft bounds, 

And rob the graves of Kings, t a -feed her fires. 

N 3 v Saul. 
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Saul. What can her p&prer perfofift? , a 

Witch,. What cat it vot? ~~ > j «.» « 

If, from the front of heaven fhe lur'd the Jlars, 

The trembling fires, obedient to her charms, 

Wou’d, fwift defcending, leave their darken'd fphere. 

And Dream new daylight on the wondering world. 

Or, if the filent realms of Darting Death 

Hear her known cal], ftrair, from the burfting tombs. 

Unbodied dufi relumes the fummon’d Jhape, 

And leafs to life, conne&ed, for her aim. 

. Saul. Abner, my foul takes fire! this, if fhe. can, 
BleftiftjS; my hope , fhe cLims my mercy , too. — - - 
[To the Witch.] Tell me, again — can file compel the dead? 
Jonath. Alas ! what dreadful purpofe lhakes the King ? 
Saul. Be huflj'd — nor intercept th’ important found. 
'■Witch. Bow’d, o’er a bn riling tomb. I’ve feen her ftand. 
And breathe new life, through the unjointed duft. 

Till every atom h.eav'd , with ent’ring foul. 

Saul. As thou would’ft hie, conduct me to her cell , 
And open all its windings, to my tread. 

Abner. Oh* think 1 , dread Sovereign! think! — whatralh- 
nels this ! 

To truff 'th’ infernal reach of her revenge / 

Think, by whufe late command \ her partners fell. 

Think, what'll direful diff' , rence'\\\l be found, 

*Twixt mortal courage, kii&'it^iufive force 
Of spirits, bodilefs, yet cloath’d with form! 

Saul Did the bow’d cedars, when broad Lebanon 
Bends, like the waving corn, nor fee! the wind. 

Now, by that aweful Pow'r, which priefts profane , 
Which is, and mufi be, yet what none can know. 

Which fills all Jpace, and glows, in every Jlar, 
Uncircumferib’d by narrow human bounds ! 

Too great for vengeance — and too great for change ! 

By the myfterious djtrknefs of that name. 

Whole felt idea fills (not frights) the foyl, 

I will not be withheld. — Samuel lhall ms? : 

That proud condemned of h# maftcr’s mercy l 


That 
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That Prince of Prie/ts!— that tn/ter of his God! — 
Samuel lhall ris*; and, from th* allrhumblmg grave. 
Forgetful of his now forfaken craft. 

Tell me the will of Heaven , againft his own. 

Jonatb. May Heaven avert th* attempt l 
Abner. It is a thought. 

From which Imagination, ihuddering back. 

Rolls inward, and repels th’ advancing blood. 

Saul. Teach thy replenifh’d veins to botl , like mine •, 
Call burning Indignation to thy aid. 

And having felt the priest, defy the fiend. 

— Lead on — 

Witch. Swear firft, this done, to lave my life. 

Saul. Elfe, may that trembling earth his ghoft lhall cleave. 
Swallow me quick, while his pale Ipirit’s grafp 
Chills me to death, amidft his 'airy arms. 

[Going out , meets Jeflida. 
Jeffid. [Kneeling. ] Mercy, great King ! 

Saul. Away — Thy brother s guilt * 

Blots out thy virtues — Hold me not — ’Tis Fate 
Now calls me, and I hear no idle prayer. 

[To Jonatb. Stay — thy calm blood would freeze^ to fol- 
low me ; * 

On thy allegiance, I command thee, fiay ja 

Nor, for thy life, preftime to qui£ the cajrtp 

Love, and the warm enrJflCiiyf fmiling beauty. 

Befit thee better than thele dauntlels vifits 
To death’s dim ihadows, thro* the midnight glare 

Of un-embodied feemtngs. Abner, along. 

[Exeunt Saul, *Abner, Witch, and guards. 
JeJftd. Whither fo fiercely tends thy angry father ? 
Jonatb. Soul of my life’s beft wifhes — lovely Jelfida I 
Sweet Jifier of my friend! thou all, that nature 
Beft pleas’d, could form, and all that art could polilhl 
He goes, forfaken by the Priefts , and Heaven , 

To learn his fate from hags and magic fpells. 

Jeffid. What fate -what hags ?— what magic can he find ? 
Methought, th* Unhappy Mpnatch A$ttj*diftraftion. 
Jonatb . He fecks, on Endor’s ltde, a witch’s cave, 
N 4 Where, 



IS* SAUL. 

Where, late-* , ( ,Sw« . 

JeJfid. Ah! ipeak again-**— did ft thou fay Ender? 

Jonatb. Endor, my gentle love. 

JeJfid. Then I am Ipjl 

Read that — and learn my errand, and my fate. 

Jonatb. [Reads.] * Hid, among Endor’s caves, thi$ 
mefl'enger 

* Will find me, wjth thy anfwer. Prefs the King 

* To join my followers to his army’s aid ; 

* Divided horn the foe, we wait his call. 

• — — Oh, David ! — what a danger to thy life ; 

Or period to thy virtue ' 

JeJfid. Tell me. Prince, 

Have 1 been lov'd ? or have thy arts deceiv'd me ? 

Jonatb. Why doft thou ajk a truth, thou know’ft too well? 
JeJfid. Oft thou haft told me, that thy willing heart 
Sjgh’d for fome foft command, to prove my power. 

Jonatb. Oh 1 hutch me. Death ’ for ever, from thefeey^ 

When I difpute thy will. Refiftlefs innocence 

Smiles, at thy harmlefs heait ; and each foft wtjh 
Is whiten'd, in its rifing. 
jefufi Let thy feet. 

Swifter tiian eagles, v thou ait fam’d for /peed , 

And firjt in eve^y race of love and virtue) 

Let thy befriending feet make n'arf’e, and lave him. 

Joncth. Alas! thou fiea^^rtt^wice lenew’d command^ 
The Father , and the King — have fix’d me here. 

JeJfid. Go — there is nothing in this world but wrongs. 
Oh, Jefiida! dectiv’d, unhappy, Jeffida! 

Since be is lalfe, there ne’er was truth in man. 

Cruel 1 what hours haft thou not wifh’d away. 

To urge this trial of a faith thou had ft not? 

Oh, that I mould diveft me of iry fex. 

And, borrowing a dejufive form like thine, 

Fly to the wilds of Idumea’s hills. 

And hide me among rocks, more foffr thap man. 

Jonatb. Peace to tHy gentle breaft ! 'Ferrous falfe forms 
Difturb that downy feat of love and joy : 

T?ach Iny tormented thoughts to ltai p fom§ hope. 

Timely 
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Timely to fave thy brother, V&W * 

Yet jhm tjCfdifobey my jealous father*^" » 

Jeffid. Father, and triend, and brother! All are, now. 

Shadows of empty found and vain deteivers. 

Ah ! why was our objcure , unbufted , life. 

Thus painfully exchang'd for proud diffindtiont 
Till the falfe glories of a court unblefs’d us. 

Hours after hours, years after years fmil’d on. 

And every hour, and every year was happy! 

Quiet, and truth,*and peact, and plenty, found us, 
Converfe, and mufic, mirth, and thought, and freedom, 
Lighten’d our leifure, and made time ieem Jhorter. 

Lite was, then, lovely, without eminence ; 

Now, in its eminence, ’cis all unlovely. 

Jonath.Nhy doft thou wafte thy cares, in fruitlefs grief, 
"When thou thou’dft lend thy thoaghts, to aid my meaning? 

Jeffid. Cold and ungrateful ! Now thy fummon’d tool 
Should ruth, to aft the duties of a friend , 

Thou, with a wily ftatefman's feeble crStt, 

Find’ft out new falvo's for reluftant will ; 

And, while my David dies, lorm’ft fcfcemcs, to save him. 
Lend me a guard, difeuife me into man, * 

It woman’s truth confills with that reiemblance,"*^ 

I will, mytelf, go warn him — one thoathour 
Suffices, and I fave\\\m\-’ \ 

Jorntb. Not , tor the U/<or 3*0/ ” 

Alas ! thou know’ll not, that, beneath yon mountain 
{Lion, the fieice Philittinr, Ipreads his camp; 

7h(re t intercepting tny tqp flow advance, 

He bljfts my hopes in life, and thy dear purpofe. 


fbe End of the Firjl Adi. 


Plan, 
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Opera: of two Ads only. 


ARP AS I A, a beautiful fhepherdefs, is difcover’d, 
reading , in the entrance of an arbour at the foot of 
a mountain, the fcene, all round her, reprefenting val- 
ue's, and openings, between ridges of rocks ; with pro- 
fpe&s of fheep, at pafture •, and lhepherds, reclin’d, at a 
diftan 


tance. 


During a fong, that expreffes fentiments, prefering the 
ferene life, to the bufy — lhe is approached, from one 
of the remoteft openings, behind the hills, by Zamora, 
anothe noble lhepherdels. 

They n meet, and lalute, with tendernefs, innocence, 
and mutual declaration ot th^r happinefs : and, it ap- 
pears, from* ‘‘then dialogue, thalT Zamora, (tho* not in- 
fenfible of the charms o rtizPfttlr'd life) has wijhes for an 
enlargement , into the greater world ; while Arpafia, on 
the contrary, enjoys the whole of her defire, in pofiellion 
of her prefent happinefs. • 

Hydarnes, father of Zamora, in the venerable habit of 
one of the Ferfian Magi, enters to then?, thro* the ar- 
bour 5 ar$, having overheard the difpute, declares in 
favour of Arpafia *, and warns Zamora of the dangers Ibf 
the bufier world *, reprefenting, in contrafie , the calmnefs 
and delights of their retreat , in a lovely and fruitful traft, 
on thfe river Indus, unknown to, and cut off from, the 
reft of Perfia, by inaeceflible ranges of mountains , where 
h^governs, independently, a peaceful, and happy, number 
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«f fanilics, v %homv he fad 
foften’d \TA&\nmlei^^a4^itmfo '"^v 

In the midft of this conference, they ate interrupted 
by the found of a trumpet ; at which they exprefi amaze- 
ment : the peace, and filence of their;fappy region hav- 
ing never been invaded by to warlike an alarm. *On a 

fudden, down from the hills, and from the windings be- 
hind them, rulh in a numfeer of Ihepherds ; under im- 
preflions of terror, to behold, defending from the top 
of a rock, on one Tide the Rage, Daraxes, an Indian Ge- 
neral, plum'd, in a wailike, and heroic habit. • 

The Ihepherds interpofe between the Granger and Hy- 
darnes ; but, Daraxes, furprized at appearance of the 
Ladies, firft addreffes himfelf to them with a modeft gal- 
lantry*, and, then, approaching Hydaines, with a re- 
figned and humble gefture, inlplorts his pity , and tile 
protection, due, to unfortunate virtue. 

Hydarnes, mentioning the trumpet, is anfwercd, by 
Daraxes, that he brought it not with Kim, but is flying 
from its menaces — that he is Lord of a province on the 
other fide of the Indus *, and, havjng received great 
wrongs, from Perfia, had gather’d a num hereof his 
friends, and invaded the kingdom; for reven{*&of his 
injuries — that he had been yiaorious in /wo%ntch’d battles; 
but, unfortunately overpowered, by fupeyror numbers, 
in a third, was feeking ihu\d$&foong thole defart moun- 
tains ; and now clofely purfued, after lofs of all his fol- 
lowers, by Hyftafpes, the Periian Monarch, at the head 
of his light -arm’d-, therefore, begs the furtherance of Hy- 
darnes, for his efcape, if it is poflible *, if not, at leaft 

for his concealment , againft a day of happier fortune. 

Hydarnes bids him be of comfort — fmee he was, him- 
ftlf, of Indian blood, and cou’d protedl him, in the in- 
moll: parts of his region, by advantage of a neighbouring 
pafs, which he points to, againft the utmoft force of 

Perfia. He then fends out a party of Ihepherds up the 

hills on the left, to obferve, and wing him word, how 

near, and how numerous the purfuers; and, leaving 

g a fe- 
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a fecond party, to atfeftd DaraxiS, aftdth £ Ladies, pro* 
miles to return, after having given orders for arming his 
people, and the necefiary defence of th zpafs. He theft 
goes out, up the bills, on the right, attended by a third 
divjfion of Ihepherds. 

Daraxes, with the Ladies, mi faking them for fillers, 
Zamora tells him they are friends, if poflible, nearer than 
Jifters: and expreffing apprejSenfton, prefles Arpafia, to 
retire ; who, appearing now more fpirited, and affirming 
that fhe tears no danger, Zamora Andes, to perceive 
how willingly (he wou’d forgive her being left alone, with 
the agreeable ftranger ; and goes out, up the hill, after 
her father. 

Then comes on an amorous, and gallant feene, be- 
tween Daraxes and Arpafia : which dofes the firft Aft of 
the Opera. • 
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Plan, for the Second Act. 

T CJ. the found of trumpets , and drums, Hyftalpes, 
and his fold iers appear, among the hills, de- 
fending into/he valley, oif'che left fide : — And, on the 
oppofite fidff £o found of flutes, J and foft inftruments, in- 
terchangeably heard irHh^'TfSTn quarter, defends Hy- 
darnes, furround, d by a venerable number of Magi, with 
the holy fire •, followed by Daraxes, between Arpafia and 
Zamora ; and, fupported by armed Ihepherds, With bows 
and quivers ; great numbers of fptars appearing, above, 

as it were, among, and behind, the hills. The Per- 

fian foldiers range themfe Ives, as fafl as they defend, on 
one fide the ftage ; and the armed Ihepherds do tlic like, bn 
the other. 

After a folemn paufe, and flow advapee, to give time 
for the controfie in the trnfic, Hyllafpes commands his 
followers to reverence the holy fire, ana commit no out- 
rage agamft, or in prefence of the Magi. He then ap- 

■* % . proaches 
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proaches Hydarnes, Jfwd . - do&lfaAs v ,» ilernJy . who and 
wktitce he .is \ and ,df Srmtb of the Magi. 

-r— Hydarnes anfwers, .that he was# not originally, 
but, adeptedly, of the Mdgi, — once, a Jlave, to the uncle 
of that Lady, pointing to Arpafia •, who was a branch 
of tbeir Royal, and moil illuftnous, fttm. — But, that, as 
to himfelf, having by his (kill, in mtific, arms , and arts, 
poliih'd, and improv’d, the manners of the rural inhabi- 
tants of that favage trad, he had grown fo far into the 
efteem of their tree and original Lord , that he had be- 
queathed to him hts power, and adopted him his fucceffor* 
—That he has, fince then, ib far improv'd the happmefs 
of his impenetrable region, that it has, now, neither the 
want, the fear, nor dejire, of the wealth, or the ftrength 
of Perfia. 

The King then repioaehes Hydaines with the abufe 
of his religious indemnity , by pioredtion of an enemy in 
arms ; an invader ot Perfia : a.id, upon reje&ion of his 
demand that Daraxes ihou Id b given tip, grows furious, 
with reientment, and is advancing to attack the fhep- 
herds-, who, on their fide, advance alfo ; but, the Ladies 
coming forward, and afferting the rights of their fanblu- 
ary , the King feems (truck \yith the beauty af«3^mora, 
and agrees, at her defire, to ’'•efer the j ultra of his claim 
to the decifion of herjdf, and Hydarnes ->And, upon 
her propofition, Dai axes, vis parf, confents to 

fubmit himtelf, without complaint, to her judgment. 

Hydarnes defires the King to explain the foundation 
of his anger *, gently reproaching too eager a third of 
revenge. — The King informs him, that this Daraxes, the 
Indian, had, unprovok’d, invaded his dominion, de- 
ftroy’d his towns, and his people, and being, now, after 
twp fuccefsful battles, deliver’d into his hands, by favour 
of the Gods , upon lofs of a third, it would be impious 
in the Magi to withftand the pleafure of Heaven. He 
therefore infills, that they give up Daraxes as a public 
enemy to Perfia — a fugitive, forfaken* by Gods, and men, 
and deferving the puniihments, which were prepared for 
his violence. 

Daraxes, 



ingjHs turn? demesth&t be 
hatl, unprovdk'd, intadera^mfia.-^Aflertiog^ on the ctm-, 
trary, that, Darius, the fathteof^yftalpes, had 
■i|foo India, with fife and fwprct y at/frhich rime he* 
raxes, had narrowly efcap’d- death, in his tendereft 
fancy, after having feen his mother, and bothers , barba- 
roufly deftroy'd, in the flames of their city ; and his 
father, and a little^far, forc’d away into captivity that 
his hopes of a glorious revenge was his warmeft motive, 
and the jujlejl ior fupportinga life, which had, fo early, 
been imbitter’d with mifery j— that he had, to that end, 
rftade arms his ftudy, and that, however the Gods (for 
fome caufes unknown) had now feem’d to frown on his 
purpofe, they would reftore him fure means, hereafter— 
for, they forfake not virtue, for ever. 


Hydarncs, in the clofe of what Daraxes had utter’d, 
keeping his eye fix’d on his face, interrupts him, with 
marks of confufton , enquiring, firft, his own name, then 
that of his city — next, with increafing paflion and amaze- 
ment, his mother's, name — laftly, that of his loft father , 
and his Jifter ; and, receiving anfwers to his expectation,* 
throws himfelf, with extafy, upon the neck of Daraxes j 


tellin^ym, than he is, .himfelf, that loft father . 

and, giving Zamora into h\S arms, bids him embrace bis 
captive fifter./* '' . 

After the’/«r/>m:£,^atural to jthe occafion, Hyftafpes, 
in reverence of a virtue ftrgreat, and fo vifibly protected 
by the Gods •, and, alfo, in atonement, for tlie wrongs 
which had been done, by his father, propofes to make 
Zamora his ^ueen which befng 'confented to, by Hy- 
darnes, Daraxes then begs, that he may be blefs’d with 
Arpafia, and quit an unfteady world, for that happieft 
of lives, which had, fo long, been enjoy’d by his father. 
— The OperU , here clofes, with a dance of the Shepherds, 
fix and fix, for entertainment of the King, and in honour 
of the intended nuptials. 
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PAST-ORAL OPERA. 

ACT I. SCENE L 

• • 

An arbour , at the foot of a mountain : the fcene reprefenting 

vallies , and openings between ridges of rocks. Sheep, 

at pajiure , inprofpeft •, am'JhepherSs, reclin’d at a dtf- 
tance Arpafia, reading , at the entrance of the arbour. 

Soft, diftant , muftc, for fome time, as of the Jhepberjs pipes, 
from the mountains. ••'-'•j, 

Arp. \\ 7HILE, around, in foft carelji^ 

W Nature bleff?$ ; 

While ihe the plains, with peace, and plenty, drefles : 
Art informs a reader’s mind. 

To tafte, .with pleafure. 

Ah this treafure •, 

Feeling ev’ry joy, defign’d. — — « > 

But, you, my harmlefs Iheep, in pafture, bleating ! 
Tho’ far more innocent, than we ; 

Wanting reafon, want compleatingi 
Nor your own enjoyments fee.— 

And, yet — perhaps, where thought’s a ftranger, 

Pleafure enjoys a fweetef tafte ! 

Man , 
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Afo», who by btcwkdgt, knows his danger * 

Fearing the future, while he weighs wnfajl j 
Lets all his prelent bkflings ebb, too fa$ : 

Knd glide unheeded, left they ftlonld not lafi. 

Enter, to her, Zamora, like an Amazon ; with a bow add 
quiver, from a remote opening, behind the rocks. 

Zam. Arpafia ! dear lov’d After of my foul ! 

While thou litt’ft, read igi 

ftfy fteps, which ne’er could brook my thought's controulj 
Gay, and unheeding. 

Have trod the morning dews, in diftant vales i 
O’er hills, high-pacing. 

The wild deer dialing, 

L’ght and unbounded, as the mountain gales. 

Why art thou penfive 
Warm, and extenfive. 

My mounting foul, from every pore exhales. 

If there's a woik', beyond this rocky bound, 

Why arc we, here, confin'd, to dwell unknown ? 
Jewels, conceal'd, can bear no price, till found, 

•tA n d, what are confctous charms, if never Jhownt 

Duet. 

Arp. Thou," beautiful wanton , be wary. 

Zam. And thou, my dear wife-one , take heed. 

Arp. Who wilh for too much will mifcarry. 

Zam. But — /wilh lor no more than I need. 

Arp. At home, we live happy, and quiet. 

Zam. Abroad, we are courted, and gay. 

Arp. There’s furfeit, in richnefs of diet. 

Zam. Ay— but fafiing will wear us away. 

Enter Hydarnes, from the arbour t 

Zam. Peace, peace* Arpafia fee !— -my father’s here:-*' 
Freedom’s too bold, that toys when wifdom's near. 

Hyd. 
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Hyd. Zamora, I have heae#f^>and fmil’d :■**. ♦— #*. 
Relieve Arpafia — (he, tho’young, is wife - - -- 
Tbm arts, by paffivris heedkfs warmth, beguil'd j<— — 
Light, and unfkill’d the hlifs of life to prize. 

Thy tottering reafon, like a tripping child. 

Falls, at each ftraw, that, in thy pafiage, lies. 

Falfely, alas 1 thy wilhes paint : 

Mifcalhng innocence reftraint. 

Ah I bar no mortal bills, beyond redrefs 1 

The happy know tut happinefs. 

Safe, and unliable to wrongs, or fnares , 

No pains of life can overtake thee, here : 

Why art thou longing, then, for abfentcara. ? 

And wilhing torments near ? 

Arp. Light, but not vain— as when the fun-beami play. 
And, o’er each object, dart the wav’ring ray > • 
The bright delufiong/omt, yet holds no fire. 

So, flames Zamora’s wilh, without defire. 

%y 

A I R. 

Zam [Laughingly. ) Never never trufi — a virgin’s tongue^ 
’Twill ne’er her heart betray. ; 

Ever while you live, fair maids amdfi|£» 

Heed what they do ^if you pleafe) you may. 

But give to the winds whate’er tffcy fay. 

Arp, Her honeft heart, unconfcious df defigns. 
Knowing no ill, no cover needs : 

Gay, as her eyes, her artlefs freedom (hints j 

Not feels lhe half the warmth for which ihe pleads. 
Zam. I’ll ling an idle fang, I taught the fwains. 

To juftity my gayety. 

Air. 

Zam. The maid that Hands mute, like a fpy, 

. And Iters, with a d^wncaft e> e, 

Lookstn, upon warpi defire t 
They’ll find it who venture to try her, 

Vol II. O ' 
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But, Ihe whole light joke at random flies. 

Throws outward all her fire. 

Arp. Ah ! — -yet the happy medium's beft : 

For they who blefs others, deferve to he blejl. 

Zam. Give me a miftrefs (if fetch to be had) 

Gravely glad ; 

Nor mop’d, nor mad : 

Neither too filly, nor wifely imperious ; — 
Softly gay, and, fweetly , ferious. 

Both. — Ah ! filch a happy medium's beft ! 

, Hyd. Peace to the chearful heart ! I like it well. 

Where wit znA judgment, both, together live : 

But, when warm wishes with gay fancy dwell, 

Alarm’d difeernment mult not, there, forgive. 

I tell thee, levity can never dream. 

What waiting woes empale the bufy great. 

The world’s proud idols are not what they feeem ; 

But, flaves, to empty form, and tools of Jlate. 

Malice, revenge, fear, avarice, andfmart. 

Ride, in their pomp, and hover o’er their beds : 

Sleep has no reft their very love is art ! 

fPain, in their hearts ! and tinfel on their heads ! 

One glq\,:* , 3 luftre of embroider’d pride 

Mif-colours public life, with vain pretence : 

But, cannot*,, from experienc’d rdiafon, hide. 

How far left blefs’ d, .than humble innocence. 

Here, in this lovely traft, which nature, round. 

With peace, and fafety, wall’d • — remote irompow'r. 

In plains, by bars of rocky mopnt^ins, bound. 

Sweetly content, enjoy the fmiling hour. 

Arp. Elfe, were our wifdom, great Hydarries 1 lels. 
Than theirs, your humbleft fwains , whofe minds 
■* new drefs , 

Polilh’d from rudenefs, does their teacher blefs , 

While, in their native wildernefs, 

A fpring, of arts, and arms, the Ihepherds feel s 
And each new day does fome new blifs reveal. 

Zam. One wifli, ftill wanting, to my aid I call ; 

Till others know me blefs’d, fcarcc blefs’d, at all. 

Hid 
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Hid from mankind , our- joys in darknefs He* 

My father’s virtues, like our Goo, t he fun. 

O’er an enlighten'd world were form’d to fly. 

Not a fhort courfe, ’twixt defart mountains , run. 

Hyd. How vain alas ! our erring wifbes are 1 
Treading on pease, we reach at care / 

Shew me the man, who knows not where to fee 
One, more belov'd , and lefs oblig'd , than he j 
Who feels no pain , fufpe&s no foe. 

On his own land whofe riches grow } 

Whofe thoughts, are, like his aftions, free, # 

Who neither envies, frets, nor fears : 

Whom learning foftens, honour fleers : 

Whom love attends, and truth endears i 

Immortal Powers 1 how mad this man mu ft be, 

Cou’d he, in courts , ^xpedt to lee, • 

A Lord , lo nobly great, as he ! 

{Sound of a trumpet, at diflance. 

{They dart Kind appear furpnz'd. 

Zam. {Joyfully.'] Ah ! — what infpiring call invites my car! 
Arp. {T er rifted.] Grant, Heaven ! no unexpedled danger 
near ! • 

Hyd. The brave, and the prepar’d, admiyjo.fear. 

Yet, till this moment, breath’d no trumpet , he8*e. 

To break loft quiet, in thefe happy Jfcades, 

By notes, alarming , warlike, and fevere ! ['Irumpct again. 
Hark ' it each cavern of our hills invades. 

Enter from the openings, between the rocks, on the right, a 
great number of fhepherds, in different parties, with figns 
of furprtze, and apprehenfion. 

Hyd. See ! — down the winding of yon hill, defeends 
A warrior , plum'd, and arm'd ! of princely air ! 
He comes, in kajlc, alone and this way bends. 

Enter from a rock , on the left, Daraxes — The Jhcplerds 
interpofe between the firmger apd Hydarncs. 

Zam. Stand or, advancing, to th yruin, dare. 

{Advancing, with her bow $ and an arrow prefented. 

O a Hyd* 
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Hyd. Brave ! and; beyond her fex, afpiring ftill !■— 

Hold, my Zamora Ihepherds, give me way. 

Dar. [To Zamora.] Goddefs of arms / whofe eyes have 
power to kill ! 

My /pear, defencelefs, at your feet I lay : 

Unhappy , as its dying bearer’s fate , 

If it alarm’d your will, to bar my way ! 

[Dar. laying down his j 'word alfo. 
Air. 

Take, O take, my ufelefs arms. 

All defence I now forfwear. 

Proof, againft fuch pointed charms. 

None the God of war coo’d wear ! 

If, in fight, to be a lofer. 

Brings the vanquifh’d fmiles like thefe. 

Fame , henceforth, will tempt no chufer. 

Love will teach difgrace to pleafe. 

Hyd. Whence, ftranger, has your trumpet paflage found. 
To fright the filent Genius of our groves ? 

Dar. Purpl'd, alas ! I fly the hoftile found-. 

That, not my fear, but apprehenfiori, moves. 
Lord of a province, never Perfia’s claim, 

(£fuV rapid Indus rolls his waves between ;) 

For wi fil’d "revenge of wrongs, in arms, I came, 
Mov'ciiby no pride of pow % r, or hateful fpleen. 
Two happy battles gave’ my l'word fuccefs 
A third involv’d my fortune in diftrefs. 

My followers loft, I fled a light-arm’d throng 
OfPerfians, whom their Monarch wings along. 
•Hyftafpes ! (not more brave) more blefs'd, than I, 

Now, triumphs and, ’tis mine, to fcape, or die. 

Hid, in thefe hills’ impervious fliades, my life. 
Imploring pity, you hav; pow’r to faze. 

Zam. Hope — for my father is no friend to ftrife ; 

But loves the wretched , and prote&s the brave. 

Arp. ?Hydarnes cannot wrong the faith you bring ; 

More than Hyftafpes here — tho’ not a King. • 
Hyd. If the revenge which thou haft loft, was juft. 
The Gods can give it back — Be bold, and truft. 


Led, 
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Led, by fome hand divine , thou found’d the way j 
Where never wand’ring foot, before, cou’d fir ay. 

. Myfelf. , of Indian blood, be fife, with me : 

Behind th. fe * hills, a region I command. 

Guarded, by pajfes , from invalion free. 

And proof againft whole Purfia’s warlike hand. 

Some -f- to thole hills, down which the ftranger came. 
Climb j and inform me, when the danger’s near. 

Stay, you §, Arpafia, and my daughter , claim 

Your prelence-*Stay, and wait their orders, here. 

Lxpett me fwiftly back 1 go but hence 

To arm, and animate our due defence ||. 

Air. 

Bar. Aid me, reafon ! aid me, art ! 

In war, purfued, in love purfuing ? 

What a folly guides my heart ! 

Can defire arile from ruin ? 

Can I feel a lover’s i mart ? 

Teach, lovely fifiers ! teach my wiping tongue. 

By what fweet name your virtues fhou’d be lung ? 

Zam. Sifters , by choice we are, butnot by name : 
Friendship, that nobler tye , 

Joins our two kindred fouls, in one loft flawc ^ 

Lights up affeCtion, both in heart , and. eye : 

And bids it never die. 

Come, my Arpafia, to the pafs — ’tis near ; 

Danger, perhaps, may overtake us, here, 

Arp. Methinks, we have not yet, fuch caufe for fear. 
Danger, fo diftant, and*>ur friends l'o nigh. 

Aj r. 

Zam. When a maid, who was fearful, alone. 

Grows bold, if her hero is by ; 

O 3 Other 

* Pointing to the right. 

t Toa party of fhepberds who go out, up the hills on the left. 

§ Toa fecond party of fhepherds, who, remain, as guards, to 
the Ladies. * 

K Goes out, attended by a third party of fhepherds, up the hills 
on the right. 
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Other maids arc politely fhown. 

That fhe wants not their company : 

Good b'wye, my dear fitter, good h'wye. 

You want not my company, 

[ Exit Zamora, laughing. 
A>p. Stranger — permit me to conduft you, on : 

Zamora's livelier tteps have led the way. 

Bar. I grieve the Lady’s hafte, untimely gone: 

But cou’d, my f elf, methinks, for ever — flay. 

Arp. Why wou’d you ftay? — The/oe may foon,defcend. 
Bar. All foes are loft, in fo divine a friend. 

Wou'd I had never feen you ! for, ( before ) 

I hop'd— but, now, — can ne’er be happy more. 

Arp. Whence this unjuft defpair ? 

Bar. From love , and you : 

Kfirangcr, whom unhappy ftars purliic. 

Dares not afpirc 

Arp. The brave for ever, dare -, 

Virtue fhou’d fuffer kll things but defpair. 

Unhappy merit claims deferv’d redrefs. 

Bar. The woes you pity, ceale to be diftrefs, 
Un-envy’d, let Hyttafpes, now, purfue: 

'Tis mor^xhrn conquett, to be fav'd by you. 

u . Buet. 

Bar. Wou’d my gentle charmer hear me, 

I cou’d talk my life away : 

A)p. Did my modeft heart but clear me, 

I wou’d afk What h't you'd fay ! 

Bar. Think, how fweetly form'd you are. 

Arp. That’s a thought, below my care. 

Bar. Think, I adore — - ^ 

Arp. I’ll hear no more- 

Bar. One moment ftay — » 

Arp. I muft away 

Bar. I have, a tho^fand things to fay. 

Arp. Come, and, within , repeat 'em o’er. [Exeunt* 

End of the firfi ACT. 
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DEDICATION. 

C Over’d, in Fortune’s Jhade, I reft reclin’d ; 

My griefs, all, filent : and my joys rcfign’d : 
With patient eye, life’s evening gleam, iiirvey: 

Nor Jhake th’ out-haft’ning fands ; nor bid ’em ftay. 

Yet, while from life , my letting profpefts fly. 

Fain wou’d my mind's weak offspring^*/# to die. * 
Fain wou’d their hope fome light through time , explore > 
The mine's kind paflport — when the man's no more. 

Such, let 'em find!-- -yet, wafte no fearch, in vain l 
All undifturb’d, let lufy Dullnejs reign ! * 

Spare Power’s deaf ear : from Platt'ry's lure ftart wide : 
Not fweil the tow’ry domes, (/ air-biflt Pride. 

B it, near fome filent feat, where Wifdom dwells. 

Flail I'afte and Candor , in their penfive cells. 

Ihere Jits, high-fhown, o’er fogs that levs' re between, 
Wit's guardian Lord, in his lequefter’d feene. 

There, the gain'd foul’s monopolizer, find » * ■ 

Th’ immenle embracer* of contain’d mo.nkfnd ! 

Him, whom no verfe o’erpaints, no thought? o’er-rate : 
By the heart's rank, and nature's charter , great! 

Him , whom no titles, loft , cou’d leave lefts rais’d : 

Nor thrones imperial cou’d have held, more prais'd. 
Whom each known right,* by each bell claim acquir’d. 
With every charm, for every heart, infpir’d. 

There, hail th’ immortal beam — and end the care. 
f eel every force, from every virtue, there, 
find every grace, that fmiles ’twixt pole and pole : 
And all the Muses, met in St. John’s Soul. 

JpriJ, 1749 . 


A. Hill. 



Advertisement to the Reader 


I F there can be a pride , that ranks with virtue , it is That, 
we feel from friendfhips with the worthy . — Mr. Mallett, 
therefore, muft forgive me, that I boaft the honour, he has 
done my Merope. — I have fo long been a retreater from the 
world, that one of the hejl fpirits in it told me, lately, I had 
made myfelf an Alien, there. I muft confefs, I owe fo many 
obligations to its ornaments, of moft diftinguilhed genius, that 
I muft have looked upon it as a great unbappinefs , to have made 
dioice of folitude , could I have judged fociety, in general, by a 
refpedt fo due to thefe adorners of it. 

Had I been born the Alien my friend called me, the regard 
wherewith our generous nation has received this Tragedy, might 
look but as a natural effedtof its humanity to foreigners. 

, Among thefe, the French above all people in the world, ex- 
perience our, too kind, partiality — in favour even of their defefts 
and levities. And, yet, their boafted politcjje wants gratitude to 
pay us back a like civility , where due to our bejl qualities. 

For, France , unfatisfied with her ambition toward monopoly 
in empire , would extend it to fupremacy in wit and learning. 
And, particularly, feme of Mr. Voltaire s pieces are fo fwell’d 
with this prefumptuous puffinefs, that I am forc’d into abate - 
?nents y of the difpofition I once felt, to look upon him as a gene- 
rous thh.ker. So much over-aftive fenfibility , to his own coun- 
try’s claims, with fo unfeeling a Jlupidity , in judging the preten- 
fions of his •neighbours, might ahfolve all indignation, fliort of 
grofs indecency; toward one who has not fcrupled (in the preface 
to his MEROrE) to reprefent the Englijh as incapable of Tragedy ; 
nay, even of painting, or of muftc. We are men, he fays, who 
pu(h to their extremes, upon our Theatres, barbarity , abfurdity, 
and abfolute indecency , — Men, born in a too barren climate, to 
produce a tajle for the fine arts ; and who muft rank beneath all 
other people, in the points of genius and of literature ! 

To fuch provoking ftimulations, I have ow’d the inducement, to 
retouch , for «Mr. Voltaire's ufe, the characters in his high-boafted 
Merope : and I have done it on a plan as near his own, as I 
could wring it , with fafe confcience : that is to fay, without 
diftafte to Englijh audiences. For he muft pardon me, if I am 
fenfibb, that our unplijhed London Stage , (as .he afliimes the 
liberty of calling it) has entertained a nobler tafte of dig- 
nify’d fmplicity , than to deprive dramatic poetry of all that 

animates 
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animates its paflions ; in purfuit of a cold y Jlarv'd, tame , *£/?/- 
5 which, from an affectation to ihun figure, finks to flat- 
nefs : an elaborate efcape from energy, into a groveling, wearilome, 
bald, barren, un-alarming, ckilnefs of cxpreffion, that emafculates 
the mind, inftead of moving it. 

j I would not have it charged upon his being a Frenchman, , that 
l\ufe a kind of hoftile ftyle, in fpeaking of this gentleman. He 
hsts been pleafed to do me, in fome prefaces of his, a great deal 
of particular honour, — and it has been more than once, and 
upon different occafions, I have given him proofs, of a partiality 9 
that will exempt me*from fo poor a cenfure. — Our infulaires (as 
he contemptuoufly calls us) are not us’d to think fo narrowly , as 
to extend the temporary animofity of nations oppojitely inter ejlell^ 

to the fpirits of their writers upon literary fubjeds. Arts 

and fciences are of no country . They conjoin the natives of all 
corners of the earth, as fellow-citizens of one republic.— But, 
what imports this truth, toward privileging fuch an arrogance, as 
dif-incorporates itfelfi by unbenevolgit and feparatory partialities. 

I have room to fay no more, in a fliort preface ; but will un- 
dertake, in a more proper place, to make it evident, to Mr. 
Voltaire's fatisfaction, and to that c'' the drench author of a piece 
Which they have lately publifhed, in a like vain preference of 
their Players too, as well as Poets , (call’d Le Comedien) that 
we have had much finer writers , now have ; and (hall, always, 
have ’em ; and that we have better AftJrs, too, and Attrejfes y 
than thofe of Paris . I (hall fhortly hope to leave this matter 
indifputable even to a French judge : in a comparifoii hetfoeen the 

English and French Theatres. It would ’have pleafed me 

more, if abler hands than mine had teem'd difpgi&ti, to do their 
country fuller jnjticc . There arc many, in it, fo^much better 
qualify 'd, for doing it, that I impute its not being done, already, 
to no other motive, than contempt , of thofe vain writers con- 
fidence. 

The univerfally acknowledged, and felt, (kill, of a Eumenes 
and a Mcrope , fuch as no Stage ever law excell’d, (not to name 
others , who deferv’d applaufc, and met with it, to a degree ex- 
citingly uncommon) leaves it quite unp.eccllary to add any thing 
upon that fubjeCl, here : there teeming to have been a generous 
ftruggle, whether the Town’s ready difpofition to encourage ex- 
cellence in a£ti»g, or the Actors to reward that difpmition, by 
increafe of power in pleafing, fhoultl be moft agreeably remark- 
able. - • 


PRO- 
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Spoken by Mr. Garrick. 


(T’OUCH'D be your generous hearts , to Ipare this Play h 
^ Where mirth wou'd laugh humanity away. 

'Two thoufandy. ars our tale has fhook the ft age. 

And mov'd the hearts of Greece, from age to age : 

Ev'n Alexander wept our Queen's defpair , 

And the world's conqueror, fat conquer’d, there. 

What reach of ta/te could Attic pride prefume. 

What flame of courage e'er dflinguifh'd Rome, 

But Britain’s fons may boaft an equal merit , 

Wou'd Britains think and att with Britilh fpirit ! 

Ye fluttering trifiers of an hour too Jhort, 

7k foes to thinking , and ye friends offport. 

Forbear to laugh , when penfively diftrefs'd -, 

Sighs in yon circle , fwell the beauteous breaft. 

Charms to the fairejfface , foft farrow lends ; 

Pity and innocence are befom friends ! 

And when deep anguijh /hakes a feeling mind. 

How muft it ake wh'en witlings fneer behind ? 

. me 

Nor dream, yp gay, that only mirth fhou'd pleafe. 

No fprightlyjpit e'er laugh'd off life’s difeafe. 

Experience telli us, foon or late comes care. 

And be who flies from thought will meet defpair. 

Ladies, be firm to paflion's tender ejl claim , 

Sighs arc love's breezes, and will fan the flame. 

Laughing gallants may p v omtfe merry lives. 

But laughing hufbands make you weeping wives. 

They whofe own hearts can feel will treat yours beft ; 

And he give pain, that thinks it but a jeft. 

Nobly weep out, nor let an ill-tirr' d'blujh. 

Keep back the flruggling tear that longs to gufh. 

All that are wife and,brave, by nature know , 

'Lis virtue's mark to weep at others' woe. 


E P It 
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Spoken by Mrs. Pritchard. 

TM glad with all my heart, Pve fcap’d my wedding — 

■* Glad ! cry the maids ? — Heaven keep fucb joy from 
fpreading ! 

Marriage , (poor things!) don't move their heart fo coldly. 
'Pis a dark leap, they own — but , love jumps boldly.— 
Fair fall th ’ advent'rers ! I'm no hufband-hater . — 

Only, be warn'd by me, and wed no traitor. 
Pain-hunting murm’rer ! born , to growl, and grumble !* 
No King can pleafe him, — and no Wife can humble ! 

Sick to the foul, be Heaven his kind Phyjician ! 

Earth’* ableft drugs are loft, upon ambition. ' 

All W arwick-lane falls Jhort : and, to my knowledge. 

No cure is hop'd for, in our femafe college. * 

Shun plotting heads, dear / adies! — All mifcarries,. 
When one, who hums and haws at midnight, marries. 
Better, plain, downright, dt:nce — no dream, purfuing : 
One, that means bluntly — and Knows, what he's doing ! 

Not him, whofe factious mind, outfoaryig pleafure. 

Is fill mojl bufy, when his wife’s at leifure. 

Better , a fportfman, found of wind, and beaPlyt* ■ 

Better, Sir Sot,- -than fpoufe dry drunk, ihitb'party ! 

A hunting hujband hallows — and you hear Jb?m. 

A drunken deary ftag-gers — and you steer him.— 
Each---confcious of his Wife, takes care, to make her. 

One way or other- -an indulg'd partaker. 

But, your fage, fatm'nint, ambitious lover , 

Keeps no one lecret, woman wou’d diicover. 

Stranger at home , he Jlrolls abroad, for bleffing : 

And holds whate’er be has not worth poffejftng. 

Freedom, and mirth, and health , and joy, — defpifes 1 
And fcoms all rest — he, fo pro-found'ly wise is! 

At length , lhankHeaven! hevus : kind vapours fir ike bint; 
And leaves behind, --/*# thoufand wajmen, like him. 


Perfons 



Perfons Reprefented. 

Poliphontes, General of Havaad. 

. cene, i 

Me rope, Widow of the late King, Mrs. Pritchard. 

Eumenes, her Son, Mr. Garrick. 

Iujrici.es, a Lord of Trope’s j Mf Us 
Party, J 

Narbas, Fofter-father to Homi- » Mf B 

NES, J 

Erox, Favourite of Poliphontes, Mr. Bridges. 
Ismene*, Daughter of Narbas, Mrs. Green. 

Chief Priejl, and other Priefts , Mr. Beard, £s V. 
Ladies , Officers , Guards , &c. 
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/f« Apartment in the Palace. 

Merope, mournful on a Couch . ,. 

Ifmene, leaning melancholy , Mew ; attendants , 

% 

Jfm. OEE! where the lone majeftic mourner weeps; 
)J Loft, even to wa/fc’s power ! — try : ftrain each 

In melody’s wide compafs. Happily, [note. 

Some change, through fad to lively , may have force. 

To ftrike recov’ring fenfe, and wake regard.*"* •* • 

Firft, in low Sympathy of forrow’s fiftnefs. 

Sooth her deje&ed foul — then, ftart at ona£ 

To fwells of joy — and ftorm attention’s ear. 

[Mufic with trumpets . 

After the mufic , Merope rifes and comes forward. 

Mer. Let me, when, next, thy too officious love. 
Faithful Ifmene, trys th’ harmonious charm. 

Let me, have mufic, folemn , all, and fiow, 

Sad-fuited to my thoughts.— —Mix not for me* 

Who have no power to tafte , fuch fpritely notes. 

As they who are more happy, find giore fweet ? 

lfm. Why, when the Gods grow gentle, ar eyff fad ? 
Tou felt their anger , lharpiy.— Now they ftiiifle, 

£m* 
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Embrace their proffer’d bounty.— All the Lord$ 

Of glad Mycene, in full fenate met, 

Take meafures to proclaim you reigning Queen : 

You, whom diftrefs but brightens! — to wUofe charms* 
Made aweful by your grief, woes- add new majefty ! • 
Mer. What, no news yet, of Narbas ? or my fon t 
Ifm. May it be foon ! — No Prince, of birth like his, 
Where-e’er conceal’d, can ’fcape fuCh fearch, unknown. 

Mer. Will ye, at length, ye Powers, reward my tears, 
Will ye, at laft, reftore Kumenes, to me ? 

If he yet lives this only remnant heir 

Of his wrong’d mother’s miferies ! — oh ,fave him. 

From his dear breaft, ftrike wide the murd’rer’s dagger. 
Is he not yours? a branch from great Alcides? 

What, tho’ — (forget it, and be huflfd. O faith!) 

What, tho’ to traitors’ profp’rous (words, you gave 
His father’s fated life — ah, yet! defert not 
This image of his form, that fills my foul. 

Ijm. Dear, tho’ he doubtltfs was, and juftly mourn’d, 
Shou’d you exclude all fenl'e of blifs, befidej^ 

Mer, I am a mother : with a mothers fears. 

Ifm. But, can a mother’s fears efface the damp 
Of henfs foul, that marks a race like yours ? 

— Sweet, tho’«his infant fmiles, they dwell, too fix’d, 

Too deep, on your touch’d membry ! Long years 

Are paft, fince firft you loft him. 

Mer. Loft him ? never. 

In twice feven dreadful ycais, no moment’s light 
Broke on my eyes, but brought bis mage with it. 

Why tell’ft thou me of time ? — Days, months, and years. 
Have grown ; but with ’em grew, my pain, to lofe him. 
•—Weigh that laft fatal hint thy father lent me. 

Hope , foofiy faid he, to fee the Prince Eumenes , 

All, you wou’d wifh : — fear all, from Poliphontes; 

Ifm. Wifely, you fear him: but ’twere wifer, ftifl. 

So fearing, to prevent him. Hear the States : 

Quit, at their pray*, this Regent’s name— be crown’d: 
And rife, indeed the Queen they' meant to make you. 

Mer. 
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Mer. Is not the crown my fort's ? 

Ifm. Afon, fo lov’d 

Shou’d he return, wou’d thank ■ — 

Mer. Perilh the heart. 

That, meanly proud, and poorly fill’d for felf. 

Swells, from another’s Ioffes ! 

Ifm. Public intereft 

Mer* Curfeon all int’reft, that includes not bonejly! 

But, here, ev’n int’reft brings no plea to tempt me.' 

What can a childlefs mother hope, from empire ? 

What has diftrefs to do, with pomp’s vain lufter ? 

■ 1 fee the very light of heav’n, withp<w». 

Never fhall fplendor chear thefe blafted eyes. 

That faw my bleeding Lord, my murder’d children j 
Saw fny friends fall : law Men and Gods forfake me. 

— O, guilt ! O, perfidy ! — oh ! death’s dire day ! 

Prefent for ever to my frighted foul. 

Ifm. Oft have 1 wept, — to hearjthat day’s fad tale. 
Mer. I hear it now /—Even their tries rife round me ! 
Save, fave, the King ! — lave the poor gafping Princess 

Save the diftradted Queen I 1 lcream 1 fly — 

On every fide 1 turn, meet battling cftwds : 

Swords, glitt’ring fpears, loud fhouts, and ming'ed^roan*; 
ings. 

Meet, /aft— a fight — •'beyond all fenfe of hArror ! 

Meet an expiring hufband’s out-ftrefth’d eye. 

Strain’d, with a death-mix’d tenderncfs on mine — » 

And ftruggling from his blood, to reach and clafp me. 
Ifm. Patience, O M^d^n, and forget thefe horrors. 

Mer. There two expiring infant fuff’rers felly 

The cidcfl of our loves ! —duteous in death ! 

Crofs the King’s breaft, they threw their little bodies. 
And lent their hands* weak aid — to fave their father. 

Only Eumenes ’fcap'd th’ afiaflins* fury. 

Some interpofing God vouchfaf *d to veil him : 

And he, who fcreen’d him, then, may once reftore him. 

— Narbas, thy wife, thy faithfui father, bore him 

Tol. II. P Far 
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Far from my fight to lome dark fafe retreat: 

Some defart , — barren of diftrefs, and man ! 

SCENE II. Merope, Ifmene, Euricles. 

Ifm. Madam ! Lord Euricles 

Mer. Welcome — what hope? 

Eur. Vain was our fearch— from Peneus’ bank it fpread, 
O'er vaft Olympus : far and wide, through Greece, 
Enquiry, lab’ring, loft its fruitlefs prayfer. 

Defcription cou’d not wake the leaft idea. 

None knew, none ever heaid of, Narbas’ name ! 

Mer. Alas! he breathes no more my fon is dead. 

Ifm . So, fear makes real every fancied woe. 

You’ve heard, thar, on report of this new peace, 

father guides him, fecret, to your hopes. 

Eur. Juft was his caution ! Naibas, wifely loyal. 

Veils his return, and cautioudy conveys him. 

Narbas knows all his dangers 1, mean while. 

Watch, with a guardful eye thefe murd’rers motions : 
And; with determin’d hand, prepare to fave him. 

Mer. On faith fo try’d as thine, even woe leans eafy. 
Eur. Doubt but my power's defedt : my will finds none. 
► — But I have mews more threat’ning. 

Th’ affembletffenate vote, in warm debate, 

A contort in your crown. 

Mer. Prefumptuous care ! 

You fhou’d have call’d it infult. 

Eur. Words were vain, <• •- 
Truth, unfuftain’d by power, but fights, to fall. 

The partial people roar tor Poliphontes : 

And right, and law, and pity, fink before him. 

Mer. Csto fortune, then, reduce the great to pity! 

Can Kings, in their own realms, contract to flaxes? 

Eur. Something muft be refoiv’d, to check their fpeed. 
Me:\ Yes— I will face thefe Lords, of Kings and Law : 
Comets of empire ! thefe portentous ftars. 

That 
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That fparklc by the fire 1 they fieal from majefty ! 

1 will go dart truths light’ning in their eyes, 

And thunder in their ears the rights of thrones* 

I will revive loft fenfe of truft and duty : 

I will aflert their Sov’reign’s near return. [Going. 

Eur. Oh, Heav’n ! be wary that way, ruin lies. 

Their tyrant leader ftarts, already fir'd. 

By that alarm .* and dreams of what he dreads. 

Mer. What can more — f° much already done 1 
Eur. Jealous of danger, men make hafte in guilt; 
Work, to be fate, and hold no means too wicked. 
Mycene, but by fhdtion, treed trom faction. 

Claim’d like a conqueft, he computes his own. 

No tye fo facred binds endanger’d valour, 

Where hot ambition fpurs it. — - Every rampart . 
Gives way, before him. Law , corrupted, guards him* 
Wealth dreffes. Poverty attends. Pride leads: 

And Prieftbood preffes God* who hti.e — to Jerve him. 

Mer. I fee th’ abyfs, before me — Let it be. 

If I plunge in, and crufh this Poliphontes, 

*Tis but, to fall tor vengeance. • 

Eur. Soft! - he tomes. [Exeunt Euricles awilfmene. 
Mer. Wear for a moment, heart I the veil thtfti hat’ft. 

SCENE III. Merope, Poliphontes. 

Pol. Ever in tears, my Queen ! — lend a long truce 
To fighs i and calf afide your needlefs forrow. 

Shake, from thole injur’d 5yes, each cloud that dims ’em ; 
And to the voice of love , vouehfate your ear. 

- You frown 

Mer. I do indeed : and gaze, with horror ! 

Pol. Gaze on. — I am no ftranger to myfelf : 

Nor to a woman’s paffions. — I grew grey 
Beneath a weight, of winters fpent in arms. 

— I know, time’s lurrows are no paths to love.' 

I know it, all— but, wifdom knows it not. 

•——'Weigh not my offer in difdam’s light balance. 

P 2 You 
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You are the daughter, mother, wife of Kings : 

But the ftate wants a Mafter. What avails 

Vain title, till fome fword, like mine, fupports it. 

Mer. Bold fubjeSt, of a King who call’d me wife ! 
Dar’ft thou defame the mem’ry of thy Lord, 

With fuch audacious hope ? — Afpire to me ! 

Me, to fupplant my child ! my heart’s whole care ! 

Stain his difhonour’d throne, with guilr and thee ! 

Me, can’ll thou dream fo bafe, to wed thy lownefs : 

And crown with empire’s wreath a foldier’s brow ? 

<Pol. Soldier? immortal Gods ! — Who more deferves 
To govern Hates, than he who, bell, can fave ? 

He who was, firft, call’d King, ere that, was foldier. 
Great, becaufe brave ; and fcepter’d by his fword. 

I am above defcent ; and prize no blood. 

Scarce is my own left mine ; ’tis loft, for glory : 

Spilt in my country’s caufe: in yours, fair fcorner! 

Take fafety — ’tis my p;ift. Fill half my throne; 

My party calls all mine : Jo vcjhares it yours. 

Mer. Parly ? thou fell provoker, of reproach ! 

Party Ihould tremble, where a Monarch rules ? 

Pol. There will be parties -, and there mujl be Kings : 
And he,. u who be ft can curb , was form’d to reign. 

— — I, who reveng'd your Lord, by right fucceed him. 

Mer. Succeed him, traitor ? ’Has he not a fon? 

Gods were his great forefathers — thence, his claim. 

Pol. Far other value, bears Mycene’s crown. 

Right, to rule men , is now no longer held 
By dull defcent, like land' s low hei itage : 

*Tis the pluck’d fruit of toil ’tis the paid price 

Of blood, loft nobly : and ’tis, thence, my due. 

Mer. What haft thou done, thou wretch ! to dare fuch hope? 
Pol. Bethink you of that da/, when thefe proud walls 
Blulh’d with the blood you boaft, from traitors’ fwords. 
Review your helplefs hujband — fee your fons 
Expiring round you. — Wipe thofe gulhing eyes— 

And view me, what T was : not, then, too low 
To fhare your ruffled pajjions.— Yes : ’twas I, 


From 
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From your freed palace chas’d th* o’erwhelming foe: 
Sav’d your Herculean feepter, and its Queen. 

1 , I, repell'd- the woes you could but weep. 

See, there* my right, my rank, my claim to love. 

Mer. Hear, hear him. Heaven ! and give me back 
my fon, 

Pol. Yes : let him come, this fon ! — He lhall be taught 
Leflons of glory : taught my arts to reign. 

——Joy to the blood of Hercules ! 1, too, * 

Revere : let others dread it. My ambition 
Climbs beyond progeny. — To fpring/m? Gods, m 

Is leis, than mine who, like a God, command. 

Mer. If thou would’ft emulate a God, be juft: 

Man can be brave , too boldly. Hercules 

Sav’d many a King But, did he fteal their diadems? 

Wou’dft thou refembl^ Hercules ? Protect 

Unfriended innocence. Aflert thy Prince. 

Reftore th’ unhappy wanderer to my arms ; 

Ceafe to afflitt } and give Urn to my fondnels. 

— Thus, could thy influence move, fo try’d, fo courted. 

Who knows for gratitude has power, like love— — 

Who knows how far I might foi^ct my glory 

And — if peace dwells with thee — expeft it r\pt — — . 

I will not bid thee hope that I canjloop * 

So low. Bend* i am fure, I cannot, ftjixit Merope. 

SCENE IV. Poliphontes, Erox. 

Erox. Entering, I, heard her too prefumptuous fcorn. 
And wonder’d at your patience ! Waits a King, 

For a weak woman’s wijh , td fix his throne ? 

Greatly and bravely have you clear’d your way 
To the hill’s foot : yet, when it courts your climbing. 
Fall back, to Jigh ; and feek her hand, to lead you 1 , 

Pol. Near, as thou think’ft I Hand, my warier eye 
Marks, ’twixt the throne and me, a precipice , 

Where faith or I fall headlong. • — Does not Merope 

Know, her Eu menes near ? - — - Shou’d he return, 

, P 3 Th* in- 
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Th’ inconftant people wou’d with Ihouts receive him. 
And fmooth tns way toempire, o’er «*y bofotn. 

•—Thou know ? ft,from proofs ipoft timely intercepted* 
This new boy King returns , and hopes Mycene. 

Erox. Truft your high fortune, and diidain to doubt. 
Forefight and Fiercenejs are the brave man’s Gods, 

And his own. hand fopports him. 

Po!. My late order ? 

Erox. ’ I'was, with a filent firmnefs, well obey’d, 

From Elis to Mycene, every road 

Is watch’d, by fleeplefs warders. If they come, 
Narbas and be , their Gods mutt march before ’em : 

Or not Alcides’ blood could ’l'cape the Ihedding, 

Your foldiers’ zeal is warm. 

Pol. But is it blind? 

Erox. It is. None knows his name, wfiofe life he waits. 
Ail they have yet been told is, a fad tale. 

Of an old wily traitor , leading with him, 

On murd’rous purpofe, an cffajfm youth. 

Urg’d by exacted oaths to leek your death, 

Pol. But what this rumour, of ,\ lifanthus kill'd. 

Before Alt ides’ temple ? Is that true ? . 

Erox. Too fore, he fell. — I chole his trufty arm, 
Join’d Vith'his nat’ral brother's, as moft fit 
To guard that likelieft ftation ; where, Ihould Narbas 
Dare, with hie exile, touch Mycene’s border , 

Firft, they wou’d reft, to beg that Godhead's care. 

From whom their race prefumes its proud defcent. 

Pol. ’Twas forecaft, worthy of a ztal, like thine. 
Nor cou’d thy care have chofe an abler hand, 

Or one more try’d in blood, than that Mifanthus. 

’Twas he, thou know’ll:, that, faithful to my cauie. 

On that jplack. night, attending, near Crefphontes, . 
Taught the King’s fword, amid the dufk of (laughter, 
To pierce his Majfler's breaft. ——An ad;, fo daring, 
peferv’d the fword, tho’ three rich gems adorn’d it. 

JJe had it : and he tpore it, for his pains. 

Exox. Yet, at Alcides’ temple * drew it rafhly. 
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And loft it, with his life. 

Pel. How 'fcap'd his brother ? 

Erex. Scar'd, out of mem’ry’sufe, all he cou’d tell me 
Was, that the God infpir’d fome dreadful form ! 

Some more than mortal monfter — and be fled. 

Pol. Vile fafety ! — left his brother unreveng’d ! 

And Ihun’d a fohlier’s death ! — We muft be watchful. 
Some in-felt bodings bid me call this Granger 
Eumenes : or his friend. 

Erox. That fjar was mine . 

Till, on reflexion that he came alone. 

It look’d unlikely. Chance it, as it may, • 

Whene’er he this way comes, he comes to die. 

Pol. True.— Yet I cou’d have wifh’d to fpare /&« crime. 
But, one firft chofen, the reft grow necefl’ary : 

So falls the fon. The mother muft not follow. 

Her, 1 have need of. Marriage mends my reign. * 

Her rightful title confecrates ambition : 

And ufurpation whitens into law.' 

• The people love her : 1, poflefljng her. 

Hold her friends too, in dowry Erox ! thou, 

Whofe fate grows dole to mine, aiji ft my fcheme. 

Skill’d how to fpread craft’s net, allure the people. 

Train ’em, by ev’ry art : poize ev’ry temper, * 

Avarice will fell his fault buy that, and mould it. 
Weaknefs will be deluded-, there, grow afyljuent. 

Is there a tott’ring faith ? grapple it fall 
By flatt'ry : andprofufely deal my favours. 

Threaten the guilty. Entertain the gay. 

Frighten the rich. Find wijhes, for the wanton : 

And reverence for the godly — Let none ’lcape thee. 

Dive into hearts: found every nature’s biafs — 

And bribe men by their paffwns. Bur, thefe arts. 

Already thine, why wafte I time to teach thee ! 

Vainly, the fword fuccefsful feales a throne ; 

Since, Fortune changing, ftrength’s loft hope is flown. 
But Art, call’d in, attrads rel^&ant will: 

And, what were loft by pqwer, is gain’d by (kill. 

p >■ A I 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

The Palace. 

Merope, Euricles, Ifmene. 

Mer. TS the world dumb on my Eumenes’ fate ? 

X 1/m- Calamity, too foon, had found a tongufy 
Mer. Has nothing from the borders yet been heard? 
Eur. Nothing, that claims your notice. 

Mer. Who is be, s 

This prifoner, I am told, but new brought guarded ? 

E«r. A ralh young (hunger, caught with guilty hand. 
Red, from the recent marks of fome new murder. 

Mer. A murder l an unknown! Whom has he kill’d? 
How? and where was it ? Iam fill’d with horror. 

Ifm. Oh ! fenie too lively of maternal love ! 

All things alarm your tendernefs. You hear 
Chance 'peak : a:.d take her voice for that of Nature. 
Mtr. What is his name? whence came he?- why unknown? 
Eur. He feems, and is, it truth may trull appearance, 
A youth, ot that'folt (lamp, whiclv-Fortune leaves 
To Nature’s geotleft care ; lome nymph’s Adonis, 
Whofe eye might looner be fuppos’d to kill 
Th’ unpity’d maid, than his gay Iword the man. 

Mer. Whom (tellme) has hzkill’d? : -anfwer.— I’ll feehim* 
Eur. What ftrange emotion, this ? ■ — 

Mer. No matter bring him. 

If I difeover guilt, ’tis mine to punijh; 

If wrongs, 1 owe him mercy 
Eur. Should he have merit, 

•Tis plac’d fo low by Fortune—* 

Mer. Fortune’s faults, 

yjhtct merit fuffers, calls on Kings to mend *etOi 
Eur. What can a wretch like this deferve, from, power ? 

Mer. 
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Mer. 0, Euricles, look inward: . alk thy heart. 

J3e,fora moment, but, this wretch, thyfelf - — 

And, then, acquit the Power, that fcom’d to note thee. 

— Befides, who knows? he may— be fiill % prompt tear, 
Perhaps, my troubled mind ftarrs hints too lightly. 

Hearts that have every thing to fear, flight nothing. 

— Let him be brought — I will, myfelf, examine him. 
Eur. Your will muft be obey’d. 

Mtr. Go, my Ifmene ! 

Bid thole who guard the pris’ner bring him hither. 
v [txit Ifmene, 

[Euricles offering to go. 

Mer. Stay, Euricles. 

Stay : and partake more terrors.- -Cou’d you think it? 
Prefs’d by new forrows, 1 lorget my paft. 

And have not yet inform’d you— I'olyphOntes . 
Has dar’d d mand my hand: dar’U— talk of marriage. 

Eur. Oh! Queen ! 

I know his olier injult : know ir (lains 

Your name. Yet, bluthin-, add,-- your forc’d con lent. 

Grown iniamoufly neceffary,— Hands, 

The foie, iafe oar, ’twixt all your ra«e and ruin. 

Mer. *Tis horror, but to think , lb vile a jlream ! 

Eur. So thinks the army.—Sti the fenate think?! 

So think th’ exacting Gods:— and fo— 

Mer. The Gods ! — % 

Why were they nam’d ?---Cou’d they forgive fuch fall? 
From their own offspring, to a fon of clay! 

Eur. The King, yoqr Ion — 

Mer. Ah ! name not him."- How, Euricles ! 

How wou’d he thank my chqite of fuch a father ? 

Eur. Princes grow wife by forrows. He will fee 
That hated choice the root of all his fafety. 

Mer. What, what, have you been telling me ? 

Eur. Hard truths : 

Pue from firm loyalty to deep diftrefs. 

Mer. Can Euricles then plead for.Poliphontes l 
Eur. I know him guilty — but, I know him rafh : 

Know 
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Know him rejtjilefs : know him cbildle/s , too : .*• „ 

And know, you love Eumenes. 

Mer. Loving him. 

How can I chufe but bate, the hand that wrongs him ? 
Princes Ihou’d be above thefe felf-fecurings : 

And born, to live for truth — or die for glory. 

[Sits and weeps , regardle/s Eumenes’ entrance. 

SCENE II. Merope, Euricles, Ifmene, guards with 
Eumenes, in chains.. 

Eum.— [To Ifmene.'] Is that the Queen, fo fam'd for 
miferies ? 

I/m. It is. 

Eum. How fweetly aweful ! — how adorn'd, by forrows ! 
r I/m. Why doft thou paufe? theQueen admits thee nearer. 
Eum. No wonder, lb much fweetnefs, /o diftre/s'd. 

Mov'd, even fo greatly diftant, as to me : 

And drew me, froril my defart ! Give me leave 

To ILnd, a while— and gaze unmark’d- -and note her. 

O, ye prote&ing Gods ! whate’er becomes 

Of an abandon’d, «namelefs thing, like me^ 

Blef this /upreme unfortunate ! 

1/ni^ Madam ! the pri/oner waits. 

Mer. [Turning , to ob/erve him.] A murderer , this!—-— 
Come forwaad, ftranger. 

— A mien like this, a murd’rer’s ! Can it be. 

That looks, fo form’d for truth, fo mark’d for innocence. 

Cover a cruel heart ? Come nearer, youth ! 

Thou art unhappy *, bid that Vate* protest thee : 

And fpeak, as to an ear that loves the wretched. 

Anlwer me now. — Whole was the blood thou Ihed'ft ? 
Eum. Oh, Queen!— yet—for a moment— Ipare my tongue. 
Mer. Murder, and medejly /-—Whence, all this lhame ? 
Eum. Refpeft, confufion,— lomething, here — unnavtd , 

And never felt, till now , have bound my tongue. 

But — oh ! dp justice, to your power to lhake me ; 
And, let not bejttatw+—pa(s , — for guilt. 

Mer. 
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Mer. Go on— Who was he, whom. Pm told, tbeu 
ha’ft kill’d ? 

Eum. One, who with wrongs, and infult, urg’d my 
Young .blood takes fi re too aptly. [ rafhnefs. 

Mer. Young ! — was he young ? 

Ice, at my confcious heart, were warm — compar’d 
With what he chillsmyfoul with! —Did’ A: thou know him? 

Eum. I did not. All Mycene’s earth, and air. 

Her cities, and her fons, are new, to me. 

Mer. What, w§s he arm’d, this young aflaulter? came he 
With malice ? or f or robbery ? Be of comfort. # 

If he attack’d thee, thy defence was neceilary. 

And fad necefiity makes all things juft. 

Eum. Heaven is my witnefs, I provok’d him not. 

'Tis not in valour’s wilh, to offer infult : 

And fure ! it is no crime, to chjsck it offer’d. . 

Mer. On, then — relate the chance, that led thee hither. 
Eum. Ent’ring your borders, I beheld a temple. 

Sacred to Hercules ; the God, my loul. 

Low, as my lot was caft, afpires to honour. 

—What fhou’d l do ? bare vot’ry as l was ! 

I had no off’ rings: brought no viiiimi, with me. 

Poor, and opprefs’d by fortune, what I cou'f 
I gave— l knelt, and pour’d a heart before him,** 

Warm, as a hundred hecatombs ! pure and humble. 
Pious, and firm. — Th’ unhappy can no more. 

I afk’d not, for myfelf , his undue blefiing. 

I pray’d protection, to his own high race : 

For, I had heard , great <^ueen ! your wrongs requir’d it, 
The prefent God, methought, receiv'd my prayer. 

His altar trembled ; and hisftemple rung ! 

Keen, undulating. Glories beam’d, about me : 

I know not how I bore it 1 —but, my heart, 

Full of the force infus’d, at once grew vajier. 

My fwelling courage, far above myfelf, 

Suftain’d me : — and I glow'd, with all the God. 

Mer. [Rifing in emotion.'] Go on.. M et Wnks, the God 
thou nan’ll fpeaks in th$e ! 

And 
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And ev'ry bearer glows, as warm’d as thou ! 

Eum. I bow’d, and left the temple — Following, came * 
Two men, of haughty ftride, with angry lowre : 
Roughly, accofting, they reproach’d my prayer. 

How did I dare, they alk’d, folicit Heaven, 

To aid Edition’s purpofes ? No God 

Shou’d Jave a wretch like me, profcrib’d by power. 

—I heard, aftonilh’d •, and prepar’d to fpeak : 

When, with impatient fierceneis, each rais’d arm, 

With rage conjoin’d, came on. t 

Mer. f Interrupting ,J Both! came' they, both. 

To wound thee ? 

Eum. Both, with madman’s frenzy. 

Struck at my breaft, ignobly. 

Mer. Thou haseas’d me. 

Qo on. — Thefe men had fouls, that match’d their fate. 

Eum. Unarm’d, and inoffenfive, fo furpriz’d. 

The God I had addrefs’d repaid my prayer. 

— Warding the weakeft ftroke, with fwordlefs hand, 
Swiftiy I clos’d, and feiz’d the wrtfted fteel 
From him whole flronger arm more nearly prefs’d me. 
Seiz’d it with lightning’s fwiftnefs : for, oppreflion 

Rowfes diftrefs, to vengeance. Cn him fell, 

I turn’ll his pointed weapon : fav’d my breaft. 

And plung’d it in his own. — He fell. — The other 
Started, and 1 nurs’d : but, like a coward, fled , 

.Falfe to his dying fellow. Mighty Queen, 

This is the fad Ihort truth. May the kind Power 
I bow’d to, touch your ear; and move your pity ! 

Mer. She were a tygrefs, that cou’d hear this tale. 

And paufe, upon thy pardon Still, goon: 

How wer’t thou feiz’d ? hide nothing : and hope all. 

Eum. Shock’d by uncertain dread ftjr what was done, 

I gaz’d aftonilh’d round : and mark’d, beneath, 

W here, at a furlong’s diftance, the fait wave 
Broke on the Ihore. Sudden I fnatch’d the corple. 

And, haft’ning to t^e beach, gave it to the flea. 

That clone, l figh’d, and fled: your guards, great Queen, 

v ■ » 
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For what efcapes fuch eyes, as Heaven's, and yours / 
Unfeen by me, mark’d all ; follow’d, and took me. 

Mer. [To Euricles.] Did he reftft, when feiz’d ? 

Eum. I con’d not , Madam. 

The name of Merope difarm’d my will. 

They told me they were yours. I bow’d, and yielded. 
Gave ’em my new-gain’d fword: and took their chains. 
Eur. This youth, by him he kill’d, was judg’d another* 
Mer. Oh ! I have noted all : and Heaven was juft. 

•—Retire, to farther diftance, gentle youth. . 

I’ll tell thee, Euricles ! ■» 

Methought, at every word this wanderer fpoke, 

Pity or fomething, tenderer than pity. 

Clung to my aking heart- ftrings ! nay, ’twas ftr anger ! 

For, I will tell thee all. Crefphontes’ features, 

Heav’ns, - what ideas hopes anchfears can raife ! J 
My dear dead manly Lord’s relembled features j 
I faw, and trac’d, (I blulh, to think what folly !) 
Trac’d,— in this cottage hero’s honelt face. 

Ifm. Companion is a kind and generous painter. 

— Yet, Truth herfelf muft grow as blind , as Fortune, 

Ere (he cou’d look on that unhappy yiuth; 

And find him lefts, than worth her kindeft pifiy. ^ 

Eur. Ifmene fpeaks my thoughts. HeJs innocent. 

The Gods have ftamp’d their mark of candaa on him : 
And no impoftor’s art inhabits there. 

Mer. [To Eumenes.] Again, approach me. — In what 
part of Greece 

Did it pleafe Heaven to giwe thee birth, good youth ? 
Eum. [ Advancing .] In Elis, generous Queen. 

Mer. In Elis ? Tell me. 

I hop’d, it had been nearer. Haft thou, ever. 

In thy low cpnverfe, heard the fwains, thy neighbours. 
Mention the name of Narbas ? — or Eumenes ? - — 

— The lgft, thou muft have heard of. 

Eum. Never, Madam. 

Mer. Never? — That’s ftr angel What then was thy 
condition i 


What 
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What thy employment ? and thy father’s name ? 

Eum. My lather was a Jhepherd : lc-arn’d, and wife* 
Prince of the fylvan (hades, and paft’ral vale. 

He led th’ attra&ed hearts of lift’ning fwains. 

And pleas’d ’em into fubjeds -- in himfelf 
Ton humble, for diftindion — had not virtue 

Compell’ d him into notice. 

He liv’d unenvied : for, excelling all, 

He veil ? d fuper or eminence, by modefiy i 
No claim’d exemption eas’d his life from care : 
Peacefully poor ! and reverently belov’d ! 

Kis fl ecy harveftsfed him : and, his name 
Was Po icl-tes, Madam. 

Mer. W n.it thy oun ? 

Eum. Low, like my paft’ral care to cottage ears 

Adapted and unformed for your regard. 

Yet, Elis, oft, may deign to fpeak of — Dorilas. 

Mer. Oh! 1 have loft my hope. Heaven mocks relief: 
And eveiy ftarting fpark is' quench’d, in darknefs. 

So, then, your parents hi Id no rank in Greece ? 

Lum. Did rank draw claim from goodnef-, they have 
i i"hts 

Wou’d leave all place behind ’em. Inborn virtue 
Can borrow no ‘enlargement, but lends all 
That keeps ifipte,: pt from titles. 

Mer. Every wotd 

He utters has a charm ! — But, why, at home 
So bhfa’d, and to fuch parents, doubly dear, 

Didft thou, forgetful of the cafe thou ow’dft ’em. 

Quit their kind cott y and lc*jve ’em to their tears ? 

Eum. A vain defire of glory t fir ft feduc’d me. 

Oft had 1 heard my father mourn Mycene, 

Wfeep for her civil wars, and fufPring Queen. 

Oft had he charm d my young, afpiring, foul. 

With wonder, at your firmnels ! So, inflam'd, 

I learnt, by flow degrees, to think my youth 
Eifgrac'dy by home-felt virtues : weigh’d the call 
Of glory, -againft duty : and grew bold 

To 
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To hope, my Humble arm might add fome aid 
To prop your warring ftandards.— -See, great Queen* 
The only motive of my erring ralhnefs. 

For, Heaven has taught me, tho’it loves your caufe, 

I merit my diftrefs : who left my father. 

Wanting, perhaps, in age’s feeble calls, 

Some help, I might have lent him. *Twas a fault. 

But, ’twas my firfi : and 1 may live, to mend it. 

Mr. [Afide. J Methinks, 1 hearEumenes- So, my foul 
Informs me, had hi known defcent, thus lowly, 

So, my Eumenes wou’d have thought, and Ipoke. 

— Such, is his age, where’er conceal’d he mourns : 
Perhaps too, fuch his fortune— driven, like this. 

From realm to realm, a wand’rer, thus unknown ! 
Friendlefs, and hopelefs, and expos’d to poverty ! 

1 will have pity, on this ydlith’s diftrefs : 

And cultivate his fortune. What boldnoife ? 

[Shouts heard without ; 

Whence can fuch rudenefs flr-w ! — What is’t, Ifmene ? 
Jfm. [At a window.'] All ills are Poliphontes. The vile 
rabble 

Shout their fure vote, for treafon. Pbliphontes 
Is King, proclaim'd — and hope is now no mote. •> 

Eum. Oh ! for the /word, once more, your guards took 
from me! y ■ 

Now, now, I feel thefe chains : now, firft, they bind me. 

Mer. Give him his fword. Let him be free, as air. 
Honeft propofer ! - - Bur, thy help’s too weak, 

To prop a throne, in danger. 

Eum. O, Queen ! forgivjs preemption, in the poor t 

When they dare pity greatnefs» 

All have their mis’ries — but, when crowns grow wretched, 
*Tis arrogance, in mean ones, to complain. • 

[Exit Eumenes. 

Eur. Too, fatally, I prophefied confefs 

This hard neceflity : which, now, you find s 
And feem y . at leaft, to footh the tyrant’s hope. 

Mer. I mifconceiv’d the Gods. I durft not dream. 

They 
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They cou’d have bid guilt thrive : and given up virtue. 
Bur. They will not. Madam. 

Mer. So, my fad heart, ftiJl, 

Struggles to hope : and, if they mark my woe. 

They will forgive my rajhne/s. 

Eur. Come what mull ! 

I will afll-mble round you the few faithful, 

And, failing to protect, partake your fall. [Exit Euricles. 

SCENE III. Merope, Ifmene. 

Mer. O, people ! people ! they, who trull your faith. 
Bid the wild winds blow conllant. 

Ifm. The people's voice is call’d, the voice of Gods. 
Mer. What villain bafcnefs wants fome bold pretence 
Th'atdrags in Heaven , to gnaceit ? Thefts, plots, perjuries. 
Avarice, revenge, the bloody zeal of pride. 

And unforgiving bitternefs of heart ; 

All — have their Gods to triend ! their priells, to fan&ify. 

SCENE IV. Merope, Ifmene, Euricles, with a /word. 
c 

Eur. Sorry w on forrows bear down hope’s lall prop. 
Nov/, be a Queen, indeed ! — arm your great heart. 
With preparation, to its utmoft ftretch : 

— For, if it Hands this Ihock, its power’s immortal. 

Mer. No 1 am finking, from all fenfe of pain : 

And fhall grow fafe, by want of llrength to fuffer. 

Speak — there is now but one fad truth to dread : 

And my foul waits it heard j then, refts, for ever. 

Eur. It has pleas’d HeaVen — this /word! this fatal 
/word ! 

Mer. I underlland thee j thou wou’dll fay, he’s dead. 
Eur. C5h ! ’tis too furely fo : th’ atrocious crime 
At lall, fucceeded — and all care is vain. >( 

Mer. Gods ! Gods ! — ’tis done. — now all your bolts 
have llruck me. . 

Ifm. Guard her diltrafted brain 1 . .. 

Eur, 
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E ar. Save her, kind Heaven ! ( 

Mer. What have I done ? Where have I been ? * 

Eur. Alas 1 where grief, too oft. 

Has leftth* unhappy ! Recoiled. 

Mer. Oh • Eurtcles : I rccolledt, too much. 

Truft my fuftaining heart, it breaks not, yet. 

Comfort’s brief clouds, methought, came fhadowing 
o’er me. 

But I am found, again : a wretch, fo friend lels. 

That madnefs will not lend relief : but Jhuns me. 

Eur. Perifh, tW young, that impious hypocrite ! 
That ill admir’d attrader of your pity : 

"Whom your protection fpar’d — for fancied virtue ! 

Mer. Who ? What ? 

Ifm. JVorDonlas? 

Eur. Him , him, That Dorilas. 

ikrr. Monfter 1 beyond all'crtdit of deceit! 

Ifm. He ! ’tis impoflible. 

Eur. He was the murderer. 

I bring too clear a pi oof. Pacing, but now, 

I found him waiting : freed him from his chains ; 

And, to re-arm him, for the caufe he chofe : 

Call’d for his fword — Which, as he* ftretch’d his hand 
To take, I mark’d, and trembled at the vi£w, •* 

Thefe once known geyis too well reftiember’d, fere! 
Mer. [Tatirtg the fword. O, all ye iTdbping Gods 1 
’twas my Crelphontes’, 

*Twas the King's fword Narbas, beyond all doubting, 
Sav’d it, that dreadful night, tor my Lumenes. 

Oh 1 what a lalfe vile tail th.s flatterer form’d, 

To cheat us into paidon ! 

Take the dumb dieadtul witne's from my fight. 

[Living Euritles the f door a. 

Yet, flay return it me 

[ Refumes the fword — and kneels, 

- — I thank yt Gods 1 

Thank your infpiring juflice : and accept it. 

Live, but to thank you — for this dire, due, facrifice *, 
Yot III Q. WhiesJ 
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Which, from the childlefs mother’s widow’d hand. 

Your He*v’n-dire£led vengeance well ‘demands. [Si* fifes. 
Yes, 1 will Jheatbe it, on my hufband's tomb. 

Deep, in the bleeding murd'rer's panting heart ; 

Then, fcorning Poliphontes, pierce my own \ 

So, die, reveng’d, andfafe, abfohing Heaven. 

— Go, Luricles. 

Ear. Not fo. - Yet bear his fight : 

That, fiom his own dire mouth, we may compel 
Difcovery, of his guilt’s commiffion’df caufe : 

TAnd, to the bottom, fearch this fatal tale. [ Exit Eurides. 
Jfm. Erox ! the tyrant’s minifter of death. 

SCENE Y. Merope, Ifmene, Erox. 

r Erox.\Afide^\ Now, aid»me, wily powers of winning art! 
Mer. How now ! What bold intrufion plac’d thee here? 
Erox. Queen, of the kingdom's Lord ! his heart’s 
high Emprefs ! 

Suffer a voice, unequal to the talk, 

To wrong th’ intruded fenfe of bis told grief 

Who fends me to bondole you. Poliphontes, 

Had y»u bet fmooth’d that brow’s majeftic bend, 

I meant to have faid, the King, this moment, heard 

The fate, mq/t pitied, of the Prihce, your fon, 

1 leard, and takes equal part, in all your wrongs. 

Mer. More , than his part, he takes, in what Is mine. 
Elle, had he never dar’d afpire, to feize 
llis mailer’s thi one i nor nam> my murder’d fon. 

Etox. Wifhing,he waits but leave. Refpe<£t is delicate. 
And wou’d not, unadmitted, now, approach. 

Fain wou’d he talk of comfort, to your forrows. 

Who, weeping, wants the power to curb his own. 

Mer. What wou’d your artful fender come, to fay ? 
Erox. To beg, that to bis hand you wou’d commit 

This hateful murd’rer’s punijhment. He glows- 

For vengeance in yftur caufe. Shou’d think, ms-claim 
Unworthy a crown’s truft ; lefs worthy yours* 

C ow’d 

A 
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Cou’d he forget, that jujtia props a throne. 

Met. No. Tell him no. My hand revenges, here* 
Too fhort of reach. Heaven knows ! but, what it can 
Itjhall: and neither alks, nor bears, bisnxA. 

Erox. The King too tenderly regards your will. 

To crofs it, ev’n in anger lels, in reafon. 

——I humbly take my leave. 

Mer. I grant it, gladly. [Exit Erox, 

Hunted on every fide, why waits diftrefs, 

Till ftill new growths of anguiih, more , opprefs ? 

How poor a thing is life, drag’d on to age, 

To ftand, the pitied mark ot Fortune's rage ! 

Death fhuts out mis’ry : and can, beft, reftrain 
The bite ol infult, and the goad of pain. 

'ACT III. SCENE I, 

The Tomb of Crefphontes. 

Narbas alone. k * ** 

H AIL venerable fcene 1 Hail facred {hack ! 

Hail fad-f night manes of my long-lov'd Lord I 
My eyes laft objeft on Mycenian earth, 

Was thy dear hie and empire loft in blood \ 

Now late returning, then - firft mourning fearch, 

Finds in this cold ftill tomb, the whole Ihrunk reach 
Of thy contracted reign 1 Yet here, ev’n here, 

Were thy Eumem-s rtndtr’d back, even here, 

Narbas had held Jbme hope to footh thy ghoft. 

How lhall I meet his mother's mournful eye, 

Who bring new weight, to woes o'ercbarg'd before. 

From every madd’ning ftreet, I hear,loud Ihouts, 

Thofe execrable bawds, to flatter’d Power • 

Proclaim traitor Pohphontes, King. 

0.2 Hd 
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He ! who, from clime to clime, track’d our fad way ! 
Held, like a hunted deer, his Prince, in chace ; 

Hot in purfuit, for muraer ' — Each known profpedt. 
Each point, each outlet of this neighb’ring palace. 

Brings to afflifted mem’ry iome new ftroke 
Of forrow, fr,fh to pain tho’ fifteen winter's 
Have I now\l their whitenefs on me, fincethey fell ! 
Woo’d, 1 cou’ii find the face of fome old friend ! 

But, what court friendfhip’s life lafts, fifteen winters : 

^ — Soft. Whom has Heaven fent hefe ! If innocence — 
Dw.ell-. yet on earth, luch looks as thefe muft boufe it. 

[Starts, as Ifmene co . es nearer. 
Blefs the refembled mother's copied loftncfs ! 

’Tis my 'fmene : *tis my own dear daughter. 

Time cannot hide her, from a parent’s eye : 

Child as fhe was anti chang’d fince laft I faw her. 

S C E N E II. Narbas, Ifmene, follow'd by a train of 
vi gins in white , who bring bajkets , and Jlrew flowers on 
the tomb. 

Jftn. Who is thSs bold unknown ? fo fagely form’d ! 

Yet ihdifcrcetiy rude atfuch an hour. 

To break, abruptly, on the Queen’s fad purpofe ! 

Nar. Falseft, of forms - 

Jfm. Who are you ? 

Nar. Chid- me not, 

Sw'ee-. pifture of the Powers, who fhed foft pity ! 

— I am a namelefs, friendlefS, weak, old man. 

Once, I was lervant, to the Queen you ferve ; 

O, grant the gracious privilege, to fee her. 

lftn. Rev’iend, and wife ! The firft, I fee you are: 

The laft,, my heait conceives you What a time 

Have your mifguided wants unaptly chofen ! 

Your fight wou’d, now, offend her. — Deep diftrefs. 
From due folcmnity of purpofe, brings her. 

— ’/’were prudent to withdraw. 

Nar. I In a low voice.} Come near— ——Ifmene. 

Jftn. 
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Ifm Immortal Powers! Who can it be?— he knows me! 
Fain would I dare mix hope, with feat and wonder. 

[Approaching him. 

liar. Thou art my child. Kind Heaven has fent thee 
to me. 

—Be cautious — and obferve. 
ifm. [Kneeling.) Proph tic heart * 

Oh, Sir 1 cannot fpeak 1 

Nar. [Raifing her.) Hide thy furprize, 

Ere yet lomc dang’rous note detects our meeting. 

— Soft as thy eye s, Ifmene, be thy voice. 

And anfwer to my qikftion — Round this tomb. 

Why thus aflembled moves that virgin tram ? 

Ifm. Alas > the afflifted Queen, 

Diftrafted comes, to offer on this tomb, 

Htr life’s left facufke a dreadful vi&im ! 

— The mutd'rer of hei fan 
Nar. Lumen s, dead ? 

Ifm. Alas, v ir 1 con'd you be a ftranger to it ? 

Nar. Blalt 1 of my foul's beft hope. — W ho dar’d this 
villainy ? 

Ifm. A youth, who mund him in Alcides’ te nple. 

One, from whofe air of manly modefty 

None, furdy cou’d have fear’d. — Behold l lie dhnes. 

1 hat fettei’d criminal is he — Oh, Sir • 

Where will you, now, be hid ? •* * 

Nar. In deith, Umene : • 

If I now Kar and fee — and am not. dreaming I 
Ifm. From the Queen’s eye, I dare no longer. 

Nat . [Holding her.) Stay. 

Queens, Kings, nor Gods, fhall tear thee fiom my arm. 
Till thou haft heaid me fully. 


0L3 


SCENE 
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S C E N E lit 

Solemn procejjton to a dead march. Merope, Euricles, with 
the jvjord. Eumenes, in chains . Guards, Priefts , as 

to facrtfice. The Queen goes up weeptng , and kneels 

Jtlenty at the tomb j while the reft range tbemfelves on 
each fide the fcene. 

Nar. \To Ifa ] Some black-foul’d fiend, fome fury ris'n 
from hell, 6 

JHfas darken’d all difcernment! — Call’dft thou not 
Thar fetter’d youth the murd'rer of Eumenes ? 

Jfm. I call’d him fo too truly. 

Nar. He is Eumenes. 

What angry God mifleads the Queen, to madnefs ? 

She dreams Eumenes kill’tf — and kills Eumenes! 

Ifm. Now are my heart’s late tremblings well explain’d. 
Quick let me rufh, and warn her erring hand. 

Nar. Not, for a thouland worlds. To fave him,yi, 
Were but to lofe him, furer. — Poliphontes 
Has ears and eyes too near us. — 

I may anon find mt;an% when all are bufied. 

To hide my.felf, unmafk’d, amidft the crowd. 

L 

Sad and folewti mafic. Then a fong of facrtfice. Mr. Beard 
* as Chief Prteft. 

Hear , from the dark and filent /hade ! 

Hear, ye pale bands of Death ! 

Gliding from graves , where once your bones were laid. 
Receive a murd’rer’s breath. 

Chorus of Priefts and Virgins. 

Receive a mnnAer’s breath. 

Mer. [ Rtfing and coming forward.'] Where is this vi&im 
— odious, to all Powers, 

But one — the dreadful Nemefis ? 

[The guards bring up Eumenes, 

pur. Yet, ere he dies, 

*Twere 
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'Twere fit fome force of torture fliould compel him 
To name his vile accomplices. 

Mer. It jhall 

Say, moofter, what provok’d thee to this guilt: 

And what affociates join'd thee ? 

Eum. I appeal 

The Gods, who find it fit my foul fhou’d buy. 

At this dear rate, the moment’s hope you lent it ; 

Thofe Gods can witnefs for me 5 they ! who curfe 
The peijur’d, and difdaim the bafe one's fafety. 

My lips deteft irripofture : 

—Nor know I, by what change, in Heaven’s high will,* 
I, who of late fo blefs'd, had touch'd your pity. 

Fall, now, beneath your anger ! 

Mer. [Taking tbe /word from Euricles.JView this fword. 
Know you the dreadful objedl? 

Eum. *Twas the villain’s, * 

My juft hand punifh’d with it. 

Mer. Seize him. Rend him. 

Swift to the deftin’d altar, drag the traitor. 

He owns it ' glories in his bloody crime : 

And my lhock’d foul aikes at him. [Tbe guards feize him. 

Eum. [Struggling. J Off— away— # 

Spare your officious grafp — I will be heard ? •* 

One laft loud word— in ipite of arms arid infult. 

Mer. [After a fignal to tbe guards^ who fUtt Eumenes.] 
Thou then, who deal’ll in death, can’ll find death fearful. 

Eum. No, Madam 1 you millake. Death (hakes the happy: 
But he who is a wretch receives him gladly. 

—Yet, ’gainft imputed §mlt, the humbleft, wrong’d. 
Rife, bold in innocence. 

—Tell me, nor let your pride deface your pity, 
Whofe, fo high-rated blood was this I Ihed ? 

—If he was dear to you, curs’d be my memory. 

Or I had rather loft my own than bis. 

Mer. Where has this cruel wretch been taught deceit f 
Why was that look, fo like Crefphontes, his ! 

[Half fainting. 

Q^4 Eur. 
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Open, fid eyes! once more, from the grave’s brink. 
And find what feem’d— Oh! *tis — it is— my father! 
Narh. [rftde, to Eumenes. J Hear, find be mute. Thy 
fate, unwary youth ! 

Depends upon thy Jilenee, 

Evm. Whence, O ye Powers ! 

Can ail thefe myft'ries rife ! 

Mir. Oh ! ’tis too much — 

And life and I are loft. ' 

f Faints and is fupforted hy Ifmene. 
^ Narh. Afiift the Queen. 

Ifni. Stay your unhallow’d rites: the Queen’s in danger. 
Eur. Quit, rev’rend Priefts ! your unpropitious facrifice. 

[Exeunt Prtefts. 

Follow me. Guards } I will fecure your vtttim. 

E-um. O, father 

Narh. [To Eumenes] Shun me : and patient wait th* 
important caufe. 

Earn. O, bid me, ere I die, but hope your pardon : 
And, if I leave you blcls’d —’tis all my prayer. 

Narh. No more. The Gods, who love, reward thy 

virtue ! ( The foldiers , and Eur. go off with Eum. 

Ifm. Kmd Heaven reftores the Queen. 

Mer. l Whe‘re! — whither have yp brought me ? — 

— Ifmene! what'means this ?— Why weep my virgins ? 
•—Oh! I have hlPd him ‘.—[Looking wildly round her}— for 
I fee him not : 

And I am doom’d to pains, in life immortal. 

Na'h. Eafe your fad heart’s too apprehenfive ftartings. 
Euricles h is fe ur’d him : and nothing’s known. 

• Mer. Still that kind vifion haunts me. -Art thouNarbas? 

Narh. Lej; my tears anfwer in this gulh of joy — 

I give you back my trufl, my King Eumenes. 

Mer. [d» her knees.) Oh, g-acious Heaven 1 fupport a 
woman’s weaknefs : 

And, what my heart, yet panting, fails to utter. 

Take/ from my foul\ touch’d fenfe * and make my prayer. 
You are too great, for thanks! too^Mif, fwvdmy! {E*ftt. 

Eur. 
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Eur. [Re-entering bttfiiiy.'] Death! to th’ infatiate ty» 
rant’s thirft of kiiult ! 

——This royal fcandal, to the name be fteals. 

Has, with fome fatal purpole, fuz'd the King ) 

And holds him, to examine. 

Mer. Follow me. 

Now lhall he fee, what marks denote the Queen \ 

What diff'renee , ’twixt the guilty, and the wrong’d. 
Nark. [Going ] Madam ! - it mull: not be. 

Eur. Stay : curb this ralhnefs. 

Mer. Is he no*t mine I Is he not yours ? — your King? 
Eur. The moment you confefs that dang’rous truth,* 
No God, but hated Hymen, faves Eumenes. 

Mer. There, thou haft let in light, upon my foul. 

■ Rather than wed this Poliphonces. - — 

Nark IVed him ? 

WED - Pohphontes! * 

Eur Him. 

Nark. 1 he world’s laft groan. 

Wrapt in lurrounding firts, had lefs amaz’d me ! 

Eur. ’Tis with that view the people call him King. 
Since he reveng’d Cre&hontes’ bloody they fay. 

Hey belt — I * 

Nark. lie ! — Everylcurfe of death furrotind»him! 

He ! He reveng’d '-*-rhe villain’s owrf damn’d train 
Sbedy- -jpilt it. I beheld ’em , trac’d fiend 
Thro’ all his dark difguifes — - thro’ night’s eye 
Saw the pale murd’rer ftalfc, amidft his furies. 

His was the half- hid forch, — the poftern key. 

That open'd to the rebel’s rage the palace. • 

—In the pierc’d infant breafts of two doom’d innocents, 

I faw him plunge his poinard : twice receiv’d it, 

Deep, in my own, encumber’d with my charge : 
Struggling, to bear the third fav'd Prince to melter> 

And, track’d by my loft blood, with pain efeap’d him. 

Mer. When will my growing horrors reach their end ! 
Oh! toy fix’d hate mi^inftinS. Something, fatal. 

Dwelt on.his dreadful brow, and bad me fbun him. 

4 Blind ! 
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Blind! headlong! ill-difcerning! noife-driv'n people ! 
Eur. f r ooking out.] Soft! the tyrant comes! 

Mer. Can the Gods leave that pojftble? — 

Narbas , be btd , this moment — [Exit Narbas. 

— Euncles ! 

Fly thou - find to my mournful fon accels, 

Comfort his fears but keep the fecret from him. 

[Exit Euricles. 

SCENE IV. , 

Merope, Ifmene, Poliphontes in nuptial robes , Erox, 
and Tram. 

Pol. Health, to my Sovereign, late ' Now— fo the States 
Decree — my wife ! — my (\fter t and my foul ! 

Drefs’d is the altar; and the priefts attend. 

• Nay, do not turn afide, and ihun your triumph. 

Look - and admire the wonders of your power ! 

The God ot love, to-day, fmooths all my wrinkles: 

And I am taught by joy to frrnle back youth. 

One caie alope precedes ijnpatient love. 

They tell me, your too tender h^irt retail'd : 

And loft 'y our purpos’d vengeance. — — Let it be. 
Beauty was meant to wou*><l, a gentler way. 

Mine, be the ftijoke of juftice. — When I view 

This murd’rous (tripling, thro’ the grief he brought you,- 

Pity difdains his caufe ; and fate demands him. 

Mtr. I find myfelf, ’tis true, t too. weak, for vengeance. 
Wou’d I had power, ‘more equal to my wrongs ! 

• Pol. Leave it to me : ’tis a King’s right.—- 1 claim it, 
Mer. I fhall confider of it. 

Pol. Why ? what doubt you ? 

Slackens your anger? that your vengeance -hefitates ! 

Is your fon’s mem’ry now, lefs dear, than lately ? 

• Mer. Perilh, the will, that wrongs him ! But this murd’rer, 
"Dm* youth — .they tell me you fufpeft accomplices— 
Were it not prudent to fufpend his fate, 

’Till 
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*Till he declares, who join’d him ? 

Pol. What expedl you 
To dear, beyond your Ton’s known fall ? 

Mer. His father’s 

That was a cup of gall. — Oh f confcious guilt ! 

How dumb, thy voice, unlook’d for, ftrikes the bold ! 

{Afidt. 

Pol. \ After a paufe. ] Well— ev’n of that too, we our- 
ftlf will aik him. 

Mer. You are too bufy. Sir! in a purfuit. 

That leaft, admits your quick’ning. 

Pol. Strange perplexity ! 

That what moll feeks your eafe fhou’d moft offend ! 

But, fpring it, whence it may, the caufe remov’d. 

There, ends the doubt, and pain. This wretch lhall 

die. t [Qoing. 

Mer. Barbai lan > horrible, inhuman — Sir ! 

Why have you fought to ftartle me ?— I fear’d—— 

You meant to fnatch my vnfbm from— my vengeance. 
Pol. But — (hall he really die ? 

Mer. Die l — Who ? — He — die? 

Pol. This murd’rci* of your fon ? 

Mer. I go, this moment ; 1 

And will, alone, examine him. i 
Pol. Stay, Madam. ^ 

This new embarraflment, of. thingled pains ; 

This tendernefs in rage hopes, feai s, flattings, 

This art, to colour fome lll-yud dillrefs, 

That calls confujion,o\x your troubled foul: 

Half fentences, broke lhort} looks, fill’d with horror} 
Are Natuie’s thin difgutfe , to cover danger. 

— Something, you will not tell, alarms my caution } 

And bids my fummon’d fear take place of love, 

-—In ent’ring, here, I had a glimpfe, but now. 

Of an old man, who feem’d to fhun my prefence* 

Why is he fled? — Who was he ? 

Mer. Scarce yet call’d • 

A JEwy— and fee ! already fill’d with jealoufies ! 
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Pol. Be kind, and bear your part, then.-Burthens, {har'd* 
Prefs light the eas’d fuftainers.— Come ; your hand. 

Mer A moment fince, you talk’d but of revenge : 
Now, ’tis again all love — Away : keep feparate, 
Twopaflions, natuie never yet faw join'd. 

Pol. Let it be fo, then. Death fhall ftrait remove 
That obftacle : and but one wilh remains. 

Follow, at leifure, you : while 1 prepare. [ Exit Pol. 

Mer. Ad tor me, now, and fave me, great Alcides ! 
To power like thine, all things are pofiible : 

And grief, opprefs’d on earth, finds friends in heaven. 
Than when the woe-funk heart is tir’d with care. 

And every human profped bids defpair , 

Break but one gleam of beav'nly comfort, in j 
And a new race of triumphs , thence, begin. 

«• c 

A C T IV. SCENE I. 

7 be Caftle of Polip^hontes. 
r Poijiphontes, Irox. 

Pol.Q\ HE has. her views, £ mine.— I fhou’d have fear'd. 
Some hint’s officiocs Veach had touch’d her ear j 
I fhou’d have dreamt, her Vjre^had catch'd fome glance 
To guide difcoveiy , down tMe dark abyfs. 

Where tny clofe crime Jies vetFd in dumb obfcurity. 
—But, that I know, fhe is a woman— Erox! 

And bom to be capricious. 

Erox. Pride not diftafte, 

Holds out her heart, againft you. 

Pol. Let her keep it. 

My hope is humbler, Erox. 'Tis her hand 
I feek : hearts are girls’ gifts to fchool-bby lovers. 

Now, let her fpleen ftart. wild. When time ferves aptly 
Means fhall be found to curb it.— Thou art cottriP* 

From 
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From founding this fierce captive (bn of wonder. 

What have thy thoughts concluded ? 

Erox. *Tis not be. 

No race of Hercules need, there, alarm you. 

This but fotne rural brave, of fimple nurtures 
Void of ambition’s flame : bold, blunt and honeft : 
Fearlefs of menace, taftelefs of reward. 

And wanting ev’n the wifh, to dare, for power. 

He cannot be Eumenes. 

Pol. Who, th$n, is he ? 

Erox. He fays he is a Jhephertfs Ion ; what, more.*- 

He will not be provok’d, nor brib’d, to tell. . 

Firm without fiercenefs j without weaknefs, gentle : 

Open as day-light ; yet, as dumb, as death ! 

Spite of my prejudice, he forc’d my praife j 
And hatred mutt admire him, . 

Pol. Prai'e him on. 

Be what, or whom, he may, *tis fit he die. 

The people^ who conclude his punifhment 
Inflidted, for Eumenes’/fancy’d murder. 

Will dream that race actintl j and cleave to me. 

So danger comes lefs near : nor (hakes my throne. 
—What haft thou lealnt, of that Conceal’d prefumer. 
Who, when the arm cf Metope wa/ rais’d,* ** 

Reftrain’d it, with fanfi^powoirthat touch’d her foul? 

Erox. Theyoung maneV'^ffcnh father. *t£ance,it feems. 
In that nice moment, broiflgfiyhim to his view. 

He mov’d the Queen’s companion, for his fon. 

Fled like a wanton, from the ^Qod man’s care. 

Who in his fearch, came forrowifig, from Elis. 

Pol. I cannot truft this tale. Thou grow’ft too credulous. 
Myfterious caution hangs too thick a veil 
O’er all their late proceedings. That old man 
Left the Queen’s prefence, ttarting, at my entrance. 

Why was he hid, if a young ruftic’s father ? 

Why fhou’d my coming fright him ? He has heard 
Since then, his fon’s redoubled danger dwells 
Bi|t in menace: yet he comes npt near me. 
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I had, ere now, beheld him at my feet, 

Had his heart trembled with a father’s terrors. 

Erox. See Sir • he’s free- and mark— the Queen how near! 
Pol. I note it, and determine. 

——Now* my filter. 

SCENE II. 

Poliphontes, Erox, Merope, Ifmene, Euricles, Eumenes, 
and Guards. , 

Mer. You fee, Sir * I dare know, and «/e, my rights. 
How had your will prefum’d to feize my viCtim ? 

Am I but Queen of fhadows ? that my vengeance 
Muft move, as you direCt it ? 

Pol. Nobly urg’d 1 

The viChm is your right, requires your hand : 

Mine had defac’d your vengeance. — I affum’d 
Pretence to aid it, but to fire your languor 
Take courage. 1 rcfign him. With his blood 
Walh this reludtant faintnels fro ip your heart : 

And give it warmth, to meet me it the altar. 

Mer Bona , a^d impious, hlpe * 

Pol L ooks Iqve o Hghtlul ? I 
Earn [To Pol. J Who s^ught./iec to affociate love with 
cruelty ? \ Se?-' 

What right has Cupid torsi <^iptive’s blood ? 

— Yet, mifprefunie me not, that I court thy pity — 

He ha too poor a vjew^rom life,, to prize it, 

Whofe death can only fei ve, to fhorten pain. 

— But, I am told, thou call’ll thylelf .t King : 

Know , if thou art one, that the poor have rights : 

And power, in all its pride, is lefs than ju/ltce. 

—I am a ffranger — innocent,- -and friendlels,— 

And that protection, which thou ow’Jt, to all, 

Is doubly due. to me : — for, I’m unhappy. 

Pel Protection is for worth : — guilt calls for vengeance. 
E um. And what dots wrong’s licentious mfuk call for ? 

—In 
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i — In my own juft defiance, I kilTd a robbeyi lt ' 

Law call’d it murder , Stud the Queen condemn’d me. > 
Queens may mtftake. Ev’n Gods, who love* grow partial* 
1 can forgive th’ injuftice of a mother: 

And cou’d have blefs’d her hand beneath the blow* 
Nature has weakndfies, that err to virtue ? 

— But, what haft thou to do with mother’s vengeance ? 
Law, that Ihocks equity \ is reafon's murder. 

Pol. So young 1 fo wretched ! — and fo arrogant ! 
Metlnnks, the pride of an Alctdes * blood 
Cou’d lcarce have fwell’d a loul to loftier boldnefs / 

Mer . Pity piefumptuous heat. ’Tis youth’s prerogative. 
Pol. Mean while, how happy fuch unpohflj’d plainnefs ! 
To move defence, from art fo (kill'd as yours. 

Your fon, litre I lives. 


Mer. Lives 1 and fhall live. t I trull him to the Godfi 
They can — they did — they will piotedt him. 

Pol. What cannot woman’s pity • none, who maiks 
The willing pardon your loft looks inlure him. 

Can charge your heart v ifh cruelty. 

Mer. My looks, \ 

Perhaps, hint meanings^ prudence Ihou’d decline 

To lend too loud a tong >e to. — tyit, th^re are, 

Whofe heart J peaks notlSng : yet Mis #ll, t by a£h6ns» 

Pol. Mark, if . fpeaknv't, nowy£) neart’s /rpe language. 
Traitor 1 receive thy ‘ 


[ Drdwmg his ftvord4 


Mer. [Interpo/ing ] StnktOe&J, here, murd’rer 1 
Menace my bread; ; not his. \ 

Pol. Whole heait freaks, now.\ 

Eum. Now, ye Immortals 1 not fo“ die, were, not 

To triumph. To be pitied, here l fo pitied 1 

By fuch a Queen as Met ope ! — ’tis glory 
That every ppwer beneath a God might envy » 

Pol. if you wou’d have him live, confefs, who is bo? 

Mer. He — 7 ” is 

Eur. | To IJmene.] Oh • we are loft* 

J/m. All, all, is hopelefs. o 

Mo’ II* * R PoU 
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Pol. If he has right in you, be fwift to own him : 

Or, lofe him by your filence. [Offers to kill Eumcncs. 

Mer. Stay he is 

Pol. Who ? what?-* — fay, quickly. 

Mer. He is my son, Eumenes. 

Pol f Starting , and afide.] Tis as I fear'd j and all my 
ichemes are air. [Stands penfively fix'd. 

Eum. Heav’ns Did I hear that, rightly? 

Mer. [Embracing him.'] Thou art my Ion. 

Loud in the face of men and ear of Gods, 

* Crefphontes was thy father : I attefl it : 

I tdl it, to the winds : proclaim it boaft it. 

Hear it, thou foul of murder! I have found him : 

And if I lofe him, now, whole Heav’n fliall curfe thee. 

Eum. I cannot comprehend it ! yet, I kneel. 

To thank you — but for feigning to deceive me. 

Blels’d is his fye, who dies in fuch a dream ! 

Mer. One way, thou art deceiv’d. — The Mother’s love 

Forgets the Monarch’s danger. Poliphontes ! 

PoL [Starting.] Goon- Imeo'tated— S but- {peak, Madam. 
Mer. Thou now hail wrung, irom my affrighted heart, 
The fecret , that opprefs’d it. Thou behold’ft 
Thy King , dillrefsvtj, before thef. — Sigh, if thou can’ll, 
Sigh,--‘-for the r So\ Piince, Mcther- -Fame, and Nature, 
Pol How. to refoU/j.^ill afVnbme needful paufe. 

— Mean white, it lhakW <*aith, to truft your ftory. 

You hear, the young ni#itoonefty declaims 
This greatnefs, you woud lend him. 

Eum. Modeft fen {t J , . 

Of my unequal wortn compell’d fome doubting > 

But now, ’tis truth conteftlefs. Royal tears 
Flow not for pitied falfehood ; and they prove it. 

Met. Tears touch not hearts of flint ; and I will fpare ’em. 
Balfour * pride hear me— for, ycur pity cannot. [* Kneels, j 
See me an humble fuppliant, at your feet, 

Now firft confefling I can fear your anger. 

This fhqu’d, beyond all proof of tears, convince you, 

That Merope’s his mother Still, ytu frowik; ■ 

;l forget 
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1 forget 

My own long forrows— all my wrongs, and mfuks : 

Smile to the future and abfolve the paft. 

— Let him but breathe— To reign, were to be wretched. 
—-Cruel! you anfwer nothing 1 — look left dreadful. 

Eafe my diftrafted foul and fpeak fome comfort. 

Eum. O, Madam * quit that pofture. — My proud heart 
Alpires to keep the glory you have lent it. 

If I, indeed, was born to call you mother. 

Why do I fee and hear you, not a Queen ? { Raifes her. 

—Nor think my foul too haughty : — — no diftrel's 
Abfolves dejeSton : ’tis the brave’s prerogative, • 

To feel, without complaining. Now 1 — Strike, tyrant— 
Courage, reftrain’d from ait, takes pride to fuffer. 

Pol. [To Merope.J ’Tis well. I have, with jult attention, 
heard ; • • 

And, in impaitial filence, weigh’d it, all. 

Tour for row claims fome righ f to call for mine : 

And his high fpint charm^me. 1 take him 

f | T afo^Eumenes by the band. 
Into my heedful care ; ref nit his fenteftce; 

And, if found jean, adof’t him as mjj fon. 

Eum Tours , laid you f yours f , 

Mer. Be patient, gooc Eumen<^. j . 

Pol. Ton rule his deftiri 1 ^ y tftifnow what price 
I rate his life at. Smile ; a‘r»» \£et my wilhes. 

For, may the Gods, conjoint. y,o'urfe my reign. 

If he furvtves refufal of my pray’r ! 

—Bethink you. In air hour, I fhvll expert you ; 

Where, at the altar, to th* attefting Powers, 

You may proclaim your choice. That moment makes him 
My vtiltm, or my fon. ’Till then, farewel. 

Mer. You cannot be fo cruel. — Leave him, with me. 
To fee him might perfuade me. 

Pol. See him, there : 

See him in Hymen’s temple. Erox attend him. [Exit Pol. 

Eum. Oh, Queen 1 oh, mother ! * > 

If I, already, dare aBume a right 

5 . R 2 To 
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To call you, by that dear, that aweful name : 
Think , nothing, that may mifbccome jonr' glory— 
Do, nothing, that may mix contempt, with mine. 

1 leave you to the care of Heav’n •, and die. 

Lead me to the tyrant. 

SCENE III. 


Merope, Euricles, Ifmene. 

Mer. Fly, follow, Euricles ; hold thy kind eye 
Fix'd, to this tyrant’s motions. Fain would I dream. 

He threatens, but to fright me. 

Eur. Willing hope 

So flatters, to deceive you. Too, too fure. 

His purpole ! ev’n by nature, ftern and bloody. 

How more, when power and fafety prompt his cruelty ! 

[Exit Euricles. 

Mer. Find thy good fatfitr hade, Ifmene ; call him. 
Tell him, diftreis j^roy.s headifl jng, and my foul 
Sickens for want or counlel. r . 

Ifm. f AJide.] What a blindnefy 
Is thirlj: of human .grandeur ! Gftre me, Gods ! 

A cottage, and ment. M»ave the Queen ; 

And, from.tbe curfe u ‘Vouit', remotely place me. 

Yp. 1 !’ ' y f txit Ifmene. 

Mer. [. Alone .] No, thcPe none ; no ruler of the ftars. 

Regardful of my irnfencjs. 

Oh, my lov’d fon ! my -eyes have loft thee, ever. 

I fhall no more {hatch comfort, from thy hopes. 

Or wonder at thy fweetnefs. 

Why have the Deities permitted this ? 

Why have they /ported with a mortal’s mind. 

Unpitying its difiradtion ? fei t him to me 
From a far diftant land : fent him, for what ! 

To glut the murd’rer’s /word, who kill’d his father, 
—yet, you are jflft, ye Gods ! — amazing darknds 
Dwells o’er th’ eternal will, and hides all cauffo > ’ 

1 mtift 
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I muft not dare to tax Almighty Power, 

For what I fuffer from It. Let it but ^2? me 
With that curs’d tyrant’s pumjhment attain’d : 

Let me but fee myfelf depriv’d of him 

See him expell’d, from light, from earth, from name. 
Deep, as thechearlefs voids below can plunge him ! 

And I will * kneel, a wretch, and thank your juft ice. 

( # Kneeling .) 

SCENE* IV. Merope, Ifmene, Narbas. 

Narb. Oh ! Queen ! Auguft in woes ! What wfbngs 
are yours ! 

Mer. [Rtfingi J Yes, Narbas, — I have facrific’d my ion- 
Have given him up, to death— have, madly, own'd him: 

What mother, who beheld her Ion, as I did, • 

Doom’d and endangei’d, con'd have, then, kept filence ! 

Nar. Gen’rous your purpofe ' glorioufly you err’d ; 
And fell, but from a hagjj*, *twas fame, to reach. 

Dry up your tears, and Mmmon savour foul : 

Time preffes, and a/moment, loft, is fate. 

* . [t bouts heard. 

Ifm. [Looking out .] Uproar, and cnos without, # in riling 
wildnefs, J 9 . 

Heard from the city, tty^ Jwice waljs * 

Sure lign of new confufion'. , * * 

Narb. I faw the tyrant mi-erlli* expeding pnejls j 
Attended, not in hymeneal robes, 

But veftments, fuch as faenjue demands ; 

And pomp £>f bloody utes, at dreadful altars. 

To thefe> Jits hand confign’d the vidim, led : 

And deafening Ihouts receiv’d him. From the train 

Of prieftly horrors, this way mov’d their chiefs ; 
Follow’d by loud, licentious, burftsof joy. 

Amid th’ enormous fwell of whole coarfe roar. 

All, I diftmdly heard was Poliphontes. 

A&r.— Where are my guards? Afm’d, for my venge- 
’Snce, call ’e m . [ Enter three priefts. 

R 3 SCENE 
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SCENE V. Merope, Narbas, Ifmene, Prigfr. 

Afer. Wbat ! are ye here already ?— Oyt of my lights 
Ye fandify’d deceits / You ! whofe bold arts 
Rule rulers ! and compel even Kings, to awe ! 

Be gone, fly, vaniflx 

Ye mouths of mercy 1 and ye hands of blood 1 
Chief Prteji. Sorrows, and wrongs, claim privilege to 
And Heaven’s affronted vo fries mult forgive. [ rail : 

^ Mer Cool, in your cruelty ! — Religion’s veil 
111 cloaks rebellion's licence. Death was your errand. 
Why talk you of forgivenefs ? — ’tis not yours. 

Chief Prtefl. N ot in death's caufe we come j but Heaven’s 
— and love’s 

If vows were plighted, ’twixt the King and you. 

No power on earth diffol^es ’em. 

Mer. Falfe, as hell 1 

He knows, I heard his hated vows with horror. 

— Slight info'lence 1 — To thistfl-founded charge. 

Silence, and fcorn* fid'll anlwerP \ft wrnmg away. 

Chief Pneft. Gracious Sovereign 1 
Sufpend your angel : ’tis unjuftly rais’d, 

— LnllghtAI, znctucnmand us. Found too eafy 

In one wrong'd ‘laitfty twice, yoerhaps, have err d: 

Alike decefv*d, in botfaL^^fnbznd that brow : 

And deign to teach our^V'^pt, what name to give 
This ftianger ? this young captive to the King ? 

Mer. Give him the name you dare to mifapply. 

Call him your King— my fon— my loft t umenes. 

Chief Pneft. Hear that, prophetic foul i high Heaven f 
1 tremble, 

In dread, this great difeovery comes too late. 

The Ihouting people crowd the waiting altar ; 

And, erring in their zeal, mif-hail the day, 

—What can Lc, lhall be try’d, to crofs his doom. 

They lhall be taugl^, with bold, advent’rous {peed. 

To ikve their Sovereign’s right — and, hence, ram Qufcen, 

Learn 
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Learn due repentance : and qo more, let loofc 
The rageof wrongs, again(hhef«g#tt<?/ Gods.[ExeuntPrieJlsi 
Mer. — This folemn lharpnds ofdeferv’d reproach. 
Struck my too confcious guilt, with infelt awe ! 

I have been warm too foon : and juft, too late. 

What, tho' religion’s guardians taint her tide ! 

Pure is the fountain , tho’ the ftream flows wide : 

Too oft, her erring guides her caufe betray : 

Yet, rage grows impious, when it bars her way. 

A C T V. 

SCENE I. , A Prifon. 

Eumenes, Narbas, Euricles. 

m 

Eum. rx^HINK, think 'upon your danger ; fly, lov’d 
1 father ! f ***'» 

Fly from the tyrant’s power, and leave me to my fate. 

Nark All fen fe of my own dange/ Joft, in yours, 

I threw myfelf, ri 0 ;..dlefs, at hisifefl;. _ * ** 

Full of the fatal fubjeft,xl begarjj, 

Uncautious in my tranfporc r? -darting conference 
Fled from the face of truth. . He Ihun’d to bear , 

Broke Ihort, reply’d ’twas well : gave me permifiion s 

Nay, full of feeming aeak enjoin'd my coming- 1 » 

Bad me go pay my loft Ihort debt, of counfel : 

And try to bend your heart, to meet his will. 

Eur. He added, that his Queen — he call’d her bis ! 

I blulh to name her fuch : but fo, he charg’d me. 

Sine tjhe, he faid, in pity but for you, 

Yields a reluctant hand, to clofe with bis, 

*Tis time, her fin, whofe life (he holds fo dear. 

Aids his own int’reft, and confirm^rr fafety. 

•—The reft, he paus’d and thought : but held it in* 

FtCiWn’d a dilclainfui nod and bad us leave him. 

R 4 Eum. 
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Eum. Slowly awaking, from my dream of wonders, 

I feem re-born, to fome new world, unknown \ 

Where every thing, I meet with, (hocks my foul. 

— You talk of dyings whilft I, yet, half doubt, 

Whether, exifting now, I really live ! 

If I am, truly, the loft wretch I feem t 
If in Mycene now inclos’d, I find 
Queen Merope, my mother — King CreJphontcs 
My father, murder’d- -his fear’d murd’rer crown’d. 

With hisftol’n diadem .* and, in it, daring 
k Offer his widow’d Queen a hand, ftam^d, frightful. 

In her firft hujland's blood All this, to me ! 

Seems, while I drink in Heaven’s fair light, and view 

Yon manfion of the Gods , who govern man — ■ 

Incredible I aftonifliing !— — and horrid 1 

Eur. ’Tis horrible, indeed ! too dark for thought 1 
— ffut, reafon’s line wants depth to found Heaven’s will, 
Narb. Deign, my devoted Prince • my King! — my fon! 

Suffer me, (till, to ufe thafr'ong-lov’d name 

Deign but— to live.— Time, chaise, and foi tune’s changes, 

May vindicate you* glSry. ounce the tyrant 

Tempts, to betray reward Imn, with his own. 

Deceive deceivers, And deceit grows virtue. 

Eum. < ’ c ThJj, in tfw fnrefts, His ! had 1 heard. 

Even there, I fhbu’cNyfce blulhjtl to hear, from Narbas J 

But, as I aift.— — No ».* 

Kind was your motive ! —♦' pitying my dtfttefs. 

You, but, forgot my duty. 

Nat b. Happy forefts ! , , 

Wou’d, ye were ours, once more ! there, peace dwelt 
with us : 

There, fafety flept, upon unguarded hills, 

And every tree’s foft rnadow cover'd anguilh. 

Eur. Soft! behold! th^ tyrant comes ! 

\ 

SCENE II. Poliphontes, to the foregoing. 

fol. Retire ; and wait, without. 

{Exeunt Euricles, and Narbas, 
- And 
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——And thou, rafh ybtith 1 ! 

Whofe unexperienc’d yean* and gen’rous plainnefs. 

Fill me with all the pity, due to wealdftefs ! 

For the laft time I come, to bring thee power. 

Leave to my toil, to fmooth thy future paths * 

And root out faction’s thorns, which trouble empire; 

— When I am dead — as age admits Jhort ftay. 

Thou, and my Merope will reign, at eafe. 

And thank my painful cares : and love my memory. 

— Why art thou <jumb ? — paufe on— I read thee lightly. 
Thou haft, I know, a kind of flubborn pride. 

Call’d courage and miftak’ft it, tor a virtue . • 

• - '7 is virtue, when preemption drives, it not : 

But fuffers thought to guide it. 

Eum. Guiding thought 

Has held me patient, long. — ■ t—Now, anfwer me, * 
Ami Mycene’s Monai ib t 
Pol. For thy birth, 

Be it, as truth, or tuck, { chance, conclude it. 

If, from fome low, iony namela^ftotk, deriv’d. 

Be humble, and advis’a — and ril<* to gieatnefs. 

It happier oflspnng caft thee for a King, 

Make thyfelf worthy, of the crown 1 mean tjjee. , 

— ’ Tis but, to wait me to the mafirge altar. 

Where love, and Merope, and t race, attend. 

There, to the Gods and nA., ^Myccne’s guardians ) 
Swear homage, and devote the faithful Iword. 

That done, 1 ports, ]oys, and lafety, crown thy youth : 
And, m thy nper years,# expert thc.diadcm. 

— Determine. — — 

Eum. ’ ITs determin’d. 

Pol. Tell me how <* 


Eum Why am I left unfit e to chufe yet, prels’d 

To tell thee my decifion ? — 1 he compell'd 
To yield, difgrace content : and make faith doubtful. 

• 1 am a captive. He, who holds not freedom, 

H*6 not his will his own : and thuies nothing. 

Pol. Fierce, amid milery » thou, at once, art brave, 

And 
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Andinfolent, and wretched !—but, beware, 

Nprtruft, too far, my pity of thy poornefs. 

I 'give thee, yet, feme moments, to refolve. 

1 go, before thee : but, my guards attend. 

To bring thee to the altar. Come, determin’d 
To / wear — and hope my crown, and live, my fon •, 

Or die, a Have unown’d, and lofe thy name. [Is going. 
Eum. [Calling after him.] Thou goefi then ? 

Pel. [ Stopping .] To expeft thee. 

Eum. I will tome. 

'And with me, (tremble to be told it,) comes 
The.SW, that rais’d my race to root out tyrants. 

Soon (hall the throne thou ftol'Jl no more be thine : 
Horror and penitence lhall pale thofe eyes. 

Whole dating iniolence now frown on virtue. 

Menace and infult, then, IJiall quit thy voice. 

And groaning anguifh grind it. What the Gods 

Reftrain my hand from reaching, happier Tons 
Of my immortal fire lhall rifo^'o execute : 

And hurl thee from a ppwer, tfiSu hurts mankind. 

Pol. Here, NarfriSn Euricles'!— You may return. 

I leave him to your lefions. T oo too deeply, 

He feels their pall irf^reffion. Teach him better : 

Or your exacted beads flail anfwerto me. 

For every wflj-ltnowri^-lp I owe your hatred. 

— Narbas ! thy age, 1 thidkfrtnight bell be trulled. 
Experience lays his dangers open to thee. 

Thou, as thou lov’ft, advife him. -Whether bom 

The fon of Merope, or thine, no matter. 

I mud adopt him mine, — or death demands him. 

[Exit Poliphontes. 

SCENE III. Eumenes, Narbas, Euricles. 

* 

Eum. Where did this ill-inftru<5ted tyrant learn 

To threaten, for perfuafion ! 1 liifpeft, 

He does not feem to doubt, but doubts indeed , 

I lhare no blood of Hercules. He’s gone : 


And 
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And call’d me, to his altar.— Let us follow. 

jtfari. Stay.— WhithervouMfiich fatal ralhnelsleadyou? 
Ear. TheQueen has friends, howe’efttoo weak, too few. 
Who dare defend her caufe. Give us but, time 
To weigh, and to reiolve, and thefe lhall aid you. 

Earn, No— In an hour fo black, lo dire, as this, 

I talk but my own heart, and Heaven , to aid me. 

If I muft fall, I will 1 go-' to try 

What God forfakes the friendlefs. 

[Going out , meets Merope. 

SCENE IV. Merope, and Ifmene, to them. 

Mer. Stay, myfon 

Th’ ufurper lends me to thee. Reft, unheard. 

His errand: but my own requires thy ear. 

It has, perhaps, been told theft, that the Woman * 
Conquers the Queers. 

— - Let no light credit o'jt guilt fo lhameful 
Infult the daughter, mother, wife,— ah, *me ! 

And widow of a King. muft go : 

Muft, at the altar, lend my trembling hand j 

Kndi feem oh, Heaven ! j— 

Eum. O, Madam! fo, ^o feem, % ,• 

Were fo to be. Can folemn vov s, at akars. 

Leave room for art’s'evafions ? See me , fddtier, 
Tingeing the fpotted ftone with gulhing blood : 

And my torn breaft th* unfeeming facrifice. 

Mer. So look’d, fo lpoke — lb, fometimes, frown'd, 
Crefphontes. 

Full of thy godlike father, copy too. 

The confidence , he lent me. He had fcorn’d 
To doubt me, for a moment, lefts than Merope. 

Eum. If I was guilty, think 

Mer . No more. Time prefles y - 

Hear my refolving will, and curb thy own. 

Th* ufurper of thy throne no fooner joins 
My band’s foppos’d content, than^ at the attar 9 


He 
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He /wears — in all the pomp firiefily mtnefs. 

To free thee from thy chains— abd, fromthat hour, 
C.onfirm fiucceffion, thine. — — 

Eum. Think, at wha t price &>me& etnpire, bought fo 
Rather than lee you wed this— [deart 

Mer. Rafh, again?—— 

Bound, by an oath, fo witnefs’d, by the Gods, 

And all Mycene’s priefis — and all her peers — 

He dares not break it : and thou liv’ft, to reign. 

— 'For me, who have, thenceforth, no call for life, 

„I feek thy father , in the glooms, below.' 

Eum. — , — —No more. 

—It lhall not be. See ' my repugnant foul 

Shrinks from th’ abhorr’d conception. The felt God, 
The God, glows, in me : fwells, againft controul : 

And every lpringy nerve is adtive fire 1 

Come on, friends I father 1 mother' — trull my firmnefs. 

See, if I bear a heart, that brooks this wrong : 

That poorly pants, for a bafejiour of life . 

And let a woman's blood outdahe a King’s. [ Going . 

Mer. Oh ! ftay : ^turn — Call : Hop him. 

Eur. Sir ! 

Narb. Prince ! * 

Mer. ‘Son* ^ 

Eum. [ Returning .] L^ok out : f<;e yonder : view my 
father’s tomb. 

Know you his voice ! are you a Queen ? 

Come liften 

I hear him — Hark ! — my King^ my father calls ! 

Mer Methinks the God 
He talk’d of, fwells, indeed, his widening foul, 

Lifts him above himfelf above mankind. 

Eum. Come- -let me lead you to the altar’s foot. 

? here hear, ihere, kc— there, dwells th’ Eternal’s eye 1 
Mer. Ah ! what is thy defign ! 

Eum. To die to live. 

Friends in this warm embrace, divide my foul. 

[To Narbas, who prejfes him tenderly. 

Weep 
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i u * 

Weep not, my Natba$., 

No blulh, for deeds unworthy you? inftru&ion?. 

Shall ftain remembrance pf the care, 2 co$ you. 

Stay thou, that this good Lord returning from me* 

May find thee, and impart a ripening hope. 

Whereon your counfel may direct and fave. 

On to the work of fate — it calls me hence — ^ 

I hear it, and obey. [£#. Eum. Mer. and E|i|> 

Narb. Away— I wou’d not fee thee fhare my forrdw* 
Jfm. Oh 1 ’twera too poor a wilh. Heaven knows, I feek 
No Jhare, — I long for power, to bear k, all . 

Narb. Thou art too good, tor courts — where ruin preys 
On innocence , and nought but guile is fife. 

—What are thy thoughts, ol this loft Prince's virtues ? 

Ifm. I am unfkill’d in men : and, rnoft, in Kings. 
But, fure 1 if evei beauty dwelt in form, > 

Courage in gentlenefs, or truth in grandeur. 

All thofe adorn’d perfedho s meet, in him. 

Nar. Yet, fee' howl leaven, tha tgave him all thefeclaims. 
Forgets ’em, and refigns him. — Lrt that teach thee. 
When, foon, as foon they will, thy fpkndors fall. 

Thou lofeft nothing, but a right topooes. 

Ifm. Shou’d the Queen, r ‘ 

Beft, of her fex • 

Leave this loud ftagfi of pain, — and reft in death. 

Oh 1 teach my willing feet to find fome gloom. 

Dark, as my piofpedfs, deep inclos’d, for fifety ; 

And filent, as the brow of midnight deep 1 
Narb. Yes, we will gi>, my fweet Ifmene, go. 

Where forrow’s fharpelt eye lhall fail to find us. 

Where we may mix with men, who ne’er deceiv’d. 

And women, born to be, the chaims they look. 

There is a place, which my Eumenes lov’d. 

Till youth’s fond hope of glory dafh’d his peace -, 

Where nature, plainly noble, knows no pomp ; 

And virtue moves no envy : [Shouts.' 

— < — Hark I That cry 

Bodes horror ’tis the fignal of fbme fate. 

..... . I.iften. 
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— — Llften, again [Shouts. 

Jfm. Again I hear : and tremble. 

Who knows, but, now, the Queen’s too direful deed 

Has ended all her mis’ries ! 

A lari. No more thefe eyes lhall find thee, fated King f 
Crefphontes, and his race, are, all, no more. 

Ifni. [At a window. j Hence, from the temple, to the 
palace gate, 

The featuring crowd runs, wide, a thoufand ways : 
Allbufied, without view All, driven, by terror! 

SCENE IV. Narbas, Ifmene, Euricles, bloody. 

Narb. Breathlefs and bleeding fee ! who comes! — O, 
Euricles 1 

Bur. Scarce had I ftrengtb, wedg’d in by croflingcrowds. 

To ftem yon breathing torrent. Give me reft. 

Narb. Eumencs ?— does he live ? 

Bur. He is — the fon conftfM. — of Grecian Gods ! 

Narb. What has he^ffer’d ? 

Bur. Nothing— tfut, has done — 

Beyond example’s boalt. — Oh' fuch a deed! 

So terrible ' lo juft !*fo fill’d with wonders ' 

That half Alcides’ labbuis, fcarce were more. 

Narb. Aud lhall he be a King ? * 

Bur. He is. 

Narb. And Merope ? 

Great mirror of affliction ' — lives Jhe, too ? 

How was it ?— fay.—iyiy joys wiH growtoo ftrong ? 

Bur. The altar, flrew’d with flow’rs, was ready drefs’d. 
The fmoking incenfe rofe, in fragrant curls. 

And Hymen's lambent torches flam’d, ferene ; 

Silence, and expectation’s dreadful JUllnefs t 
Doubled th£ lblemn horror of tne fcene ! 

—There, Poliphontes ftood ; and, at his fide. 

Dumb as a deftin’d victim, ftood the Queen. 

Our Prince’s fummon’d hand had touch’d the altar v 
His eye fought Heaven— as if prepar’d to J wear . 

The 
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The tyrant fmil’d : — when ftrait, thfc pried look’d pak 1 
The lights extinguiih’d - — and the temple’s roof. 

Shook by defending thunder, feem’d to bow / 

The God ! the God ! the reverend darter cry’d. 

Forbids thefe baneful nuptials. -.Yes : 1 HSAr him. 

The dreadful Prince reply’d : and, at that word. 

Leapt, from the altar, to the tyrant’s bread — — » 
And plung’d the facred axe of facrifice. 

Snatch'd, like a lightning’s flalh ! and reach’d his life. 

— He fell — and o’er him while with pendent eye 
Th' indignant hero hung, with arm new-rais*d, 

Bafe, from behind, pale Erox pierc’d his fide. 

— Red, in his mingled blood, and rifing anger. 

He heard the crowd’s proteSHve cry — turn’d ihort. 

And buried in his brow the rapid fteel. 

Then, to the altar’s height fublimely fprung. 

Stood, Monarch, all-confefs’d ; and wav'd the throng. 
Come, let me guide you to this work of Heav’n. 

Hade, and partake it — fly- -« 

Narb. Oh ! happy day — „ * , [Exeunt. 

* r 

SCENE, the 'temple of Hymen. 

Eymenes difcovered on the altar witjfthe axe facrifice in 

bis band. Merope kneeling. f Priejts i attendants and 
guards. • [Trumpets ancLJhouts beard. 

Mer. Now, now, ye Gods, my pray’rsarc heatd. 

[A loud clap of thunder. 
Aaw.Hark! Madam, He* ven approves! th’attentiveGods 
Hear hearts, and make voice needleis — Doubt not then 
They are the good minds guardians-— my deliverance 
Proves how they lov’d your virtue : in your iaiety 
I feel their hlelfing perfect —may I live 
In deeds, not words, to thank the good they gave. 

Mer. Deeds, words, and thoughts are theirs — 
Heaven claims us all. 

Eum. [To tbe people.'] Hear me, my people, take your 
King, and with him, 

Heav’n’s bed gift, your liberty — Haughtier Monarch s 

Place 
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Place greatnefe in oppreffion : Let my throve 

Find fafety, but in faving 

Pride is too apt to harden profp’rous pow’r. 

But he, whofe youth is chaften’d by diftrefs. 

Makes fubjefts happy, and himfelf ador’d. 

Enter Narbas, Euricles and Ifmene. All fpeaking, kneeling. 

Hail ! and be ever blefs’d, O King ! O Queen ! 

Mer. Rife — and lament no more, ye happy friends 

Of virtue, and of Heaven' See! what the Gods 

Have done — to flume fufpicion, into faith ! 

Oh*' never let the innocent dtfpair : 

The hand, that made, can fave : and belt knows -when. 

[To KUmenes. | Son of .A lades ! for, what heart, 

but his, 

Nuurifh’d in nufery ! by wants obftrufted ' 

Ere fprung, like thine, at youth’s firft fhoot, to glory ? 
Trod on a tyrant, and redeem’d a people ? 

Eum. ’Tis but the low, 'the laft, the lighted duty 
Of a King’s hand, t<}^ re. ’Fishis, to lave; 

To think, to hear, to labour, to dilcern, 

To form, to lemedv, to he but one: 

Yet, a^t, and love, -rnd feai, and feel, for all. 

— Oh, Madam' Iarhyouis, lrudft all thefe claims* 

Be thofe my ‘glory’s, this my duty’s care. 

To add my loyal fnthei 's love, to mine : 

And, with a doubled rev’rence, feek } our comfort. 
—Narbas ' what power can language lend my love. 

To paint the joy, thy fenfe of jfieafure gives me ? 

Thou fource, and loul, and author, of my virtues : 
Sufpend we thoughts, thus tender. — Let us, now, 
Summon Mvccne’s chiefs, and calm her people. [care ; 
[y o Mer., Come, Madam ' *>e who reigns, but climbs to 
Tho' fafe, his throne, he finds no foftnefs , there. 
Dangers, and doubts, and toils, each moment feize. 
Hang on his bufinefs, and perplex his eafe. 

Bright but by polhp of woe, Kings fhine in vain ; 
Envy’d for anguilh, and adorn’d for pain. 
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CT'Slf, me | my matchlefs fair ! Ye fearlefs brave ! 

Is there one Briton— born to be a flave ? 

No. While your Prince half Europe's right maintains , 
Hot fonts ) nor bodies , here , Jloop to chains. 

Angels and Englilhmen, like Homage , pay : 

Bow, but from love \ ■■ -and, but by choice obey ; 

Loyai to reasons right , not fiaverys awe. 

The fans of freedom fefrue the Kings, of law. 

Adi with no clogs on fenfe , no clouds on art , 

But let in truth's whole lights to chear the heart. 

Such , once , was Rome, to Jlrength, not luxury , train? d: 
Then liberty was hers , and virtue reign'd. 

Safe , in her own felt power, and bluntly brave. 

She for rid alike to be — or make— jlave. 

No puny Popeling, yet , maris birth-right Hole : 

Foe to til invaded empit e — of the SOUL ! 

Plain , pridelefs rule bound Jhort ambition's plea : 

But left thought , art, faith, hope, and confcience free.* 

Far other' fame was hers , when Church- craft reign'd, \ 
Then, every Cherub’s face , with gall wasjtam'd: 
Sweet-ey'd Religion, foul’d by priejlly leaven. 


IVild, inconftftent, blafphetdous, and vain. 

Revers'd God's laws — to propagate his reign ! 

Her creeds taught curfes~her proud fchools debate. 
Nothing, but fool, and flattery, 'fcap'd her hate. 

She lov’d obedience, — but Jh$ lov'd it, blind. 

And, fafeUer to fubdue, debas’d mankinds • 

No pardon there, let Britain’s fins prefume ; 

Freedom, and truth, are heretics— at Rome. 
Religion's darPners will no reverence fel 
For faith, that bears no craft ; and blinds no zeal : 
Learning uncurb'd by cant \ truth, wajh'd from wiles , 

An earth, that reafons and a heav'n, that Jmdes : 

Homage, that no j edition can betray, • 

Yet liberty, that laughs at lawlefs J way. 

Such had the worlds vain tmflrcjs , then, teen fram'd. 
When this night's Jlory Rome’s attention clawid ; 
Fretdm had nurs'd no fon, to blaft / er reign. 

And C afar had a foul, without one Jlain% 

» k * S a 
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EPILOGUE, 


Written by a L A D Y. 

JJfBLL, Sirs, you have heard our Caefar’s mournful ending: 

Learn hence , that power’s a things not worth contending. 

As for my part, it is my firm opinion , 

That matrimony, is enough dominion ! 

For, when men's heads are turn'd upon ambition. 

The humble wives , are in a fine condition \ » 

Then s 1 am angry with our author's flory : 

Notfthat it either favours whig, or tory. 

What have we petticoats to do with nations ? 

9 Twere well would women keep their proper ftations. 

No. I've a weightier reafon far , to hate it ; 

And yet , methinks , 1 Jhould not here relate it. 

You, Genii men , are apt eno'<gfrto blame us, 

Becaufe perhaps , not every one , can tame us. 

Now woman, ever famous for a fecret ! 

May ne'er henceforth be trufied , 3 to repeat it. 

Since, from thde wives, defiring to be knowing, 

Their hufiand* s fad cat^ftrophe u as owing . 

Caefar would not regard his wijer wife ; 

And for that fcult, you fee, he lojl his life. 

So obJlinc\g ar* men, theii *vill pur filing. 

Oneway, or t'other , they complete our ruin ! 
ftow, if your £r% had not been form'd to tetze us. 

They'd only perfevere, in what Jhould pleafe us; 

And learn to knoiv, that we, awake or dreaming. 

Have undtrftandtngs worth a man's efteeming. 

Well, maidens, if ye ever chufe to marry, 

[Tho* fame have chofe.— *and yet, — been forc'd to tarry,) 

Give no Predeftinarian your a fife Ft ion. 

If ye expeft obfervance or pre teflion. 

They'll lead your lively hopes a tedious dance. 

When no oge bJcffing is to come by chance : 

They'll rob your judgment, of all claim to merit ; 

And unreciprocally break your fpirit. 

But if implicit* tftfy thing muft be, 

Prefer in only love, the devotee. 

Such, /hall alone prove vtorthy of thofe charms, 

JITso think , no conqueft nobler, than your arms. 

- [Pointing to the boxes. 
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Roman Revenge. 

ACT. I. SCENE I. * 

A hall in Caefar’s hoafe. Caflius, Torbilius, [Croffiflg.] 

Caf.Q\ Tay> turn'- Tl>* imperfedt dawn deceives my fight, 
Jj Or *tis Torbilius. 

T or. Caflius ! # 

Caj. He 1 how comes if, 

1 meet thee, in the houle of hated Csefar ! 

Tor. Portia, to-night, was' frighted, in a. dream j 
And, haft’ning hither, to alarm Calphurnia, 

Call’d for my hand, to guide her.' ' • 

Caf. In the Forum, 

■Expedt ftrong clafh, this morning^ 

T or. Will Ctefar, then, * 

Be King ? • 

Caf He will — yet, dreams of a to-morrow. 

Tor. So dies our plot abortive. 

Caf. Rather, die Csefar 1 
Fix Brutus ours — and* yen pale— riling fun 
Shall drjnk the tyrant’s blood, before its fetting. 

Tor. Speak foftly.—’ris an unfafe feene, for treafon. 
Caf. Not now — the houfe is defart. — Every eye >f * 
Bufied remote, (frays upward, from the grove ; 

Hard, thro’ dim dawn, the patient augurs pofe, >t 
Watchful to teach myftenoUs birds, to he. 

And mbek infulted Heaven, to flatter Csefar. 

Tof-. Wait you the auguries ? • 

Caf, Amy light questioner 1 

S 3 
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Brutus, and I, with more tame JIaves, call'd Senators , 

Latt night befeeching audience, kingly Caefar . , 

Told us, fair meanings fliun’d the (hade of night. 

And bad us, when day rofe, attend his pleafure. 

I came a willing hour too (bon - for, oh ! 

Such a dilcovery ! - fuch intelligence ! 

‘Ter. Whence flows it ? 

Cdf. Whence do ail court fecrets' flow ? 

Kings truft their minions— and King blatters bribe 'em : 
Caeiar, to-night, fat writing, till, alarm’d. 

He heard Calphurnia (hriek, and rifing to aid her, 

.LefV, in his clofet, a half tranferib’d. 

And ttrahgely — purpos’d will: — wherein who (think’ft 
thou) 

But Biutus— our laft hope — Rome's free-born Brutus ! 

Is nam’u me tyrant’s son ! and heir oi empire! 

'* or. In form of will adopted ? 

Caf. Direfy ; adopted ! 

Own’d his true natural born decendant fon, 

By Cato's folemn fitter! — Curie her hypocrify! 

’Twas ruin — to the r hopes of Rome, and liberty. 

Tor. W hat bribe had power, to force a friend from Caspar ? 
La, .Thy friend, anc^ mine— im perialgold ’ —more eloquent. 
Than ten fmooth Caefhrs ! bought a true King-ferver 

From his Lord’6 bofom. Opportunely near. 

He caught flf inviting moment: — left his covert,— 
Read — ftarted — fent to prefs my early coming. 

And, private here, in the (till du(k, difclofed it. 

T or. Gods l what perfidious tr^eqdfhips cheat mankind ! 
Caf. Laugh and be wife — So, to betray, gi ve$ greatne/s. 
- -Forget not thou, mean-while, to fpeed thy charge : 
Prepare ( old Brutus for the day’s impreflion : 

SwellTfiim, with all his prais’d forefathers’ pride ; 

Fume hiS* tnha ing foul with flattery’s incenfe. 

And (hare divided Rome’s bed hopes, with Caffius. 

Tor. Why mutt Rome's hopes depend on *»£ man's aid ? 
Caf. All men are ours in Brutus. — Thou, and I, 

And every Roman, leagued, to cut off Caefar, 

. , ’ ' Bote 
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Hate Caefar. — Every burning breaft, but his, 

Has feparate, infelt, private cauft, for malice: 

Who will believe, we ftrike for Rome. — So known. 

So maik’d, malignant to the name of Caefar ! 

Brutus is Caelar’s idol ! — and loves Caefar! 

His aid will confecrate revenge to virtue. 

He can, when Caefar bleeds, turn tears to triumph. 

And blot the whiteft ftar, that lights his character. 

Tor. But this is bafenefs, Caflius ! — Grant it needful. 
The man fhou’d fiie — why muft we kill his virtues ? 
Why, to oppofe his reigning, muft we rob 
His natural rights ? —why ihade the foul, he fhines*by ? 
No — let us own the beauties of his heart : 

Weeping, confefs his bravery, temp’rance, pity. 

Long patient courtings of rejected peace — 

Yet- dreadful darings in contempt of danger : • 

Lite, we fhall fpot law's face, with marks of envy. 
Treating this vaftnefs of a mind, like Heaven’s, 

As if keen-ey’d for guilt, but blind to gopdnefs. 

Caf. Perilh his goodnefs ! -—•grind my ear no more 
With his curft qualities — -I hate h\* power : 

I hate myfelf— hate Rome — hate life, joy, victory. 

Hate every hope, but one — to m^ke him ffel. 

That flighted Caflius drew down fate on Caefaf. 

This let me live to teach him — then , — thoi Rome, 

Sunk, round me, till her tumbling Capitol 
Smoak’d, for my funeral pile, — ’mere death with glory. 

Tor. Caflius! my foul, lefs fiery, cannot ftrain 
Refentment into frertzy. — In my. fenfe, 

Reafon, not rage, ihou’d meafure plotters’ paflions. 

Be temperate, or — 

Caf. ( Hajlily .] By Heav’n ! he comes ! yon gallery 

Sounds, with his ftep. The holy farce is ended. 

Poet, — farewel. [Exit Caflius. 

Tor. [Alone.] Farwel, detefted envy * 

Motives like thine, turn juftice into murder. 

Something fliall, ftrait, be done.-* Caefar be fafe : 

.He, who forgave my guilt, demands my virtue. F Ekit. 
' * S 4 SCENE 
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SCENE II. Csefar, preceded by liflors, and officers, and 
followed at fome defiance by an Augur. 

Aug. Csfar ! imperial Casfar ! hear the Gods. 

Cafar. Go : thou art known — The Gods, thou ferv’ft, ate 
fenators : 

Gaff; us, thy Phoebus — and his gold, thy Jove. 

Aug. Reft, from this ftftal March , refti ain’d by Heaven, 
And, by fuch unpropitious auguries, warn’d. 

Cafar. Shame on your pious frauds ! they tire indulgence. 
•Aug. Check not the voice of truth : ’twas form’d for 
plainnefs. 

Cafar. Own it with confcious fhame. — If truth loves 
plainnefs, 

Why 4 are the Gods’ clear wijls perplex’d, by art ? 

Aug. Speaks Rome’s high Pontiff this? 

Cafar. He does, bold Augur ! 

To relcue zeal, from pride’s unhallow’d claim } 

That robs, to lev’rence Hfaven. 

Aug. Heaven calls .for faith. 

Cafar. How dare you, then, make infidels, by falfehood ? 
Wou’d you, o’er realon. ftretch the chain of faith. 

Gild it with Heaven’s broad light : touch the taught heart), 
Nobly, fpeak pyt and tell th’ attracted wqrld. 

Nothing is from the Gods, that fhakes man’s honefty. 

Aug. Oh ! ftay thy fatal March— change thy ralh views? 
Rid thy rais'd eagles fall th’ expanded wing : 

Air's plumy people, fci earning from >rhe left. 

Stoop in their flight to warn thee : — omens on omens. 
Bode unaufpicious doom — and teem, with death. 

Crefar. No more. 

Aug. The Gods! — < 

Cafar. A$vay-~1 know ’em, beft. 

Who know ’em friends to virtue.—— 

Aug. Virtue is libe ty. 

The foes of fieedom can attract no Gods , 

To prop their falling ftandards.— -Heaven beglooms 
Thy flat, with fome dire fate : but what is darknefs ? 
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C<efar. Go: fcarch it, in the <«>,— and, if thou find’ilit. 
Arm’d, in its uglieft menace, bring it hither. — 1— . 

When fcreams of birds can fhake a foldier’s heart. 

Thou fhalt lead priejis to fight, for feeble Rome, . 

And lend their arts, to Caefar. 

Aug. Tremble— 

Cjjar. Away, [Exit Augur. 

SCENE HI. Caefar {Alone.] 


C<efar. I wou'd be happy. ‘—Why, then, am I great P 
Men, who defert their peace, to lerve their glory. 

Toil, for the malice of oblig’d mankind ; 

Yet — weigh, warm heart, impartially fincere. 

Whence oppofition fprings — and love its boldnefs. 

Why claim 1 power fupreme?~*-Was empire — mine?* 
Freedom is every Roman’s native right j 
And every Roman voice demands it back. 

Where power’s, unjuftly, held— the oppoftr's^uft. : 

But — where even freedom is, by choice, corrupt , 

How fruitlefs— .-to redeem the willing ftavc ! 

Can I recall the dead?*— Rome gives up Rome^ 

The cheapen’d varlets rate their ven$rf votes, • ,, 

And fell their foul’s redeemer.— Sleep, ambition ! 

How eafier *tis to Jave' than mend, a people !• • 

Fall, fervile Rome! — No — Rome is Cielar’s country; 
And, who dares injure , where he’s born — to Jake? 1 

Foes ! wrong me on — till pardon'd into friends : - 
Bufy, for greatnefs, I’ll hegled revenge ; * 

Take envy in reward, and make it fame. 

What new, kind fear, alarms thy Lady's love ? 

{Enter Flavia frighted 
flav. Danger, molt inftanr, (he wou'd, now, impart, •* 
Ere Caffius, and his proud confederates come — >" 

Thofe enemies of all her hopes— and Caefar ^ 

Ctejar. Go : tell her, Caefar dreads no enemies. 

But thofe, her felt afflictions teach to Vound him. 
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* TZ&far. [Kneeling. ~\ Hear me, thou ! felf-producing, dark, 
firft caufe ! 

All-ruling ! all-pervading ! aweful Power, 

Whom, under various names, blind worlhip leeks’ 

If, till compell'd, I drew the public fword. 

Sheath'd, in my bofom, let me guilty fall ■ l*: c * 

Buc-if bnb d hopes, or partial fenfe of liberty, 
Sovereign’d a fenate , o'er a nation Jlaves : 

Then, tyranny (alTum'd, to bar a tyrant) 

•Gave Rome five hundred Kings — left. one fliou'd reig- . 
If I mufi war — be edg'd my fword, for glory : 

Better to hold, than bear tyrannic lway : 

Where but the great are free — reafon’s a Have. 

SCENE IV. Calphurnia, to Casfar {entering hajh^ j 

r r* 

Cal. Caefar ! my life! — my love! 

Cafar. My foul’s foft care ! 

Thou trembleft !— fome new vifion has alarm’d thee. 

Cal. Heaven is alarm’d for virtue fleeps, in dangci . 

Cafar. Reft, front thy dreams, by dixy— thou dear intruder ! 
Fears, and affedhons, are for happier hours : 

War, a$d otir county’s cares, demand us, now. 

Cal. Can you be deaf to warnings, from the Gods ? 
Portia camc,‘trembling, from a dreadful dream. 

That proves mine ominous. 

Cafar. What has the dreamt ? 

Cal. Frighted, lhe faw her father's entering lhadow 
Glide thro’ her chamber, in a tfuficy ray : 

Stopping, it fix'd a pale, and empty eye. 

Spoke, in a thin, faint, death-denoting voice. 

And pierc’d her to the foul. — Portia , thou'rt mine , 

Th* unbodied phantom cry’d. Brutus no more 

Thy Lord— -nor (.afar Rome's. -It faid, and pafs'd. 

And melted i ( nto air, and flow'd away. 

Cafar, The night-born tremblings of a timid love, 
Unftedfafted by realbn ! 

Cal. Be it no more ! 

Yet, 


4 



ROMAN REXEN£JE. 

Yet, feenot thefe dire men. — '-They End, and dread 
Their power's deftruCtion in the crown of Cafar. 

Hence, Have their plotting fears, this day, combin'd. 

To blaft thy purpofe — or, cut fliort thy life. 

[Soft knockingat the door. 
Cafar. Go, with thy medling tendernefs.— They come; 
Anon, thou lhak be heard. 

- Cut.. One word indulge me : 

Ere to the people’s public voice propos’d. 

Plebeian votes permit this crown to Caefar, 

Hear a lad fecret,*my touch’d heart wou’d tell thee. 

Cafar, Give thyfelf peaSe. 1 will. 

Cal. May all Rome’s Gods, 

In pity of her fate, defend, and blefs thee I 

Calphurnia, meeting^mony t who bows to her in puffing. 

S C E N E Y. Caefar, Marc Antony, 

Ant. Health, and a length of happy days to Cafar l 
Freedom and faction join to crown him King. 

Cafar. Who wou’d be King ox faftyon, Antony ? 
Monarchs, by freedom crown’d, reign Kings, indeed ! 

Ant. Why checks that boding ligh, the public joy ? 
What is there, in the courle of woildly dreatl, •* 

That thy great heart can figh for ? * * 

Cafar. For a friend. * * 

Ant . No friend to Cafar needs a figh, in Rome. ' 

Cafar. Oh, Antony 1 — who wou’d not figh, inRotpe, 
That thinks of her loft vjrtues ? 

Ant. If there lives 

One, who not hates oppieffion, let him love 
Rome, and her virtues. — Both grown falfe, and hateful. 

Cafar. Hate not the guilty, but the guilt, my Antony ; 
Ne'er lhall thy foul expand in public love. 

Till jt can can bear, and pardon, private wrongs. 

Ant. When flander flings us, what fhou’d fuffercrs do ? 

- Cafar. Invulnerably faultlefs, Ihame detraction. 

4 Why 
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Why (hou’d A’ ungrounded (landers of th* unjuft 1 * 
Provoke us to ieferve ’em ? — Late, when here 
We met, I -told thee, Ctefar had a fon. 

Ant. If I forfake thy race — 

• Cafar. — Swear nothing, Antony. 

Exacting oaths, I muft fufpedfc deceit : 

And he, who trufts the doubted, cheats bimfelf. 



Ant. But who? — what ftar of Rome is Cx far’s— -fon? 
Cafar. Suppofe it Brutus. 


Ant. [Starting.'] Every God renounce him ! 

Ccefar. What God renounces excellence in man ? 


Ant. Brutus is hard, and ftem : — and; what is man. 


Who cannot weep lor man — and feel, for nature ? 

Ctefar. Servilia was, in fecret, vow’d my wife. 
When Cato, whole auftere, and captious virtue 

Rep“ll’d even virtue if it crofs’d his own. 

Jealous of our affiance, — yet, undreaming. 

How far one (oft, ftol’n, amorous hour had borne us. 
Snatch’d the fucceeding day, and, in my abfence. 
Forc’d her, diftradted, tc a Brutus’ arms. 


A»t. What mean the wanton Powers who licenfe chance. 
To lhame thee, with a fon, unlike, as Brutus ? 

Sedition, will not hear, the call of blood : 

Intradtaoly morofc, it (huts out pity. 

And ftarves, humanity, to cheriffi pride. 

Cafar. Time, that transforms us all, (hallwinback Brutus. 
Ant. Time’s conqueror might reclaim him. 

C far. Who's that ? 

Ant. Death. * v 


Cafar. How ! — to whom fpeak’ft thou this ? 
Ant. To man. 


Cafar. Be one. 

And, when thou fpeak’ft again (peak, to the father.. 

Ant. If I offended C«far can be partial. 

Cafar. No.— -For I lee, thee honeft, through thy error. 
Apt. I thought, revenge of Wrongs was right of nature. 
Ctefar., Men think*but to the limits of their minds. 

For me defpifing wrongs, I (hun fe verity. 

Ant. 
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Ant. Yet, fure ! all envied greatnefs, #ouVI be fafe. ' 
Ci far. ' Greatnefs is lafell, when it dares forgive. 

Ant. Rome hates your power. 

Cafar. Then, fhe fhall love my mercy. 

Ant I can but wifh thee blefs’d : — and, ftill, ferve pn. 
Cafar. Come, thou fhalt aid me.— Thou haft lent thy arm 
To conquer nations for me:--conquer Brutus: * 

Teach him, that nobleft courage fhuns to hate: 

Charm him, to tafte the power of gentle fway ; 

New humanize his heart, to thy foie model. 

And graft politenels on his favage virtue. 

Ant. When Ctefar bids — his Antony obeys : 

Had Brutus been my ion — 1, too, had hop’d. 

Enter Curio. 

Cur. Qefar ! the expedted Lords — — " 

Cafar. Admit ’em, Curio. [Exit Curio. 

SCENE VI. Caefar, feated:^ Antony, Brutus, Cafllus, 
Cimber, Decimus, Caica, Cinna, Marcellus, advancing 
to their feats. 

Cafar. Health to the jealous for their country’sjreedom j 
Caeiar’s diftrufters, welcome '—Cimber * Decimus ! 
Marcellus! Cafca! Qtilius i Brutus! --all? 

This day, the ienate fits : quick, therefore, teach me 
The previous purpofe of your offer’d zeal. 

Brut. Rome dreads to lofe her C®iar, in a King. 
Cafar. What wou’3 you do with this fam’d Sybils pro- 
phecy ? 

How check the public terror ? — Muft I march 
With trembling legions, unfuftain’d at heart. 

And deiperate, from defedt of, but a name ? 

By oracles tore-doom'd for Parthia’s fall ? 

Caffius, you finite . — The great fhottld judge the great : , 

For, never mean man’s thoughts out-ftretdi’d his feeling: 
Speak, Brutus — werej your choice your General’s leader, 
What wou’d you wilh him call'd ? 


Brutus. 
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, Brut. Rom? call’d him — Conful, 1 

, Caf. Rome djd fo — but, when fuperftitious dread 
Of hoftile arms has damp’d a nation’s fire. 

Changes, which tend to raife deje&ed hope, 
jy® ipifdom. 

\jBrut. Wifdom has its fears. — 

, ''Cafar. — =-Speak boldly. 

Attentive, even from fees, to borrow benefit, 

1 co.vjtt l'ufpicion’s gall, to aid my judgment. 

With all th* inftruftive doubts of men, »who bate me. 
&W..No foe has Qefar—but his crown has many. 

Jlit. King, was a title, aweful, ancient, facred. 

Cit nb. [Rifing.] 1'lain truth is a blunt talker — Never, 
ralh Conful. , 

Never did Sylla, Marius, Pompey, — never. 

In aK the boldnefs of ufurpkl command. 

Dare the ihun’d name — howe’er they grafp’d the power : 
Nor challenge kingly ftyle, in free-born Rome. 

But liberty, perhaps, becomes too bold. 

Cafar. True liberty is*bold, withoiat prefumption j 
And, without flattery, gentle. — Caflius, be heard. 

Caf. [Rifing.) Caefar has fworn , to guard our ancient 
Sworn, Jp uphold folely fupreme— the law : (rights j 

Caefar unperjur’d, Rome can fear no King. 

Cafar. Malice, dilguis’d in counlfel,-keep it, Caflius: 
Permitted Dander is a willing tax , 

That patient power pays, to the rights of liberty. 

Dec. [Rifing.] Be Cmfar King — but, ftill, let Rome 
be free. . * 

Cafar. A. plain man’s honeftprayer-Brutus, why dumb? 
Brut. [Rifing mournfully.'] I muft be dumb, if neutral ; 
but, compdl’d 

To fpeaky difdain to fpeak, unlike a Roman : 

What helps it* to Rome’s friends, if Rome wears fetters. 
That foes, in Afia, join, to drag her chain ? 

Leave Parthia'fafeiy fierce : Dangers remote 

Touch bdt our /<?«rj-*-Domeftic ones are felt. 

Cafar. Brutus! thou err’ft, undreaming it.--7'Zw,Csflhts»' 
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Art, knowingly, an unmUled mifleader : 

Thy paflions fram’d the pile : — Good Decimus, 
Marcellus, Cimber, and fuch live materials, 

Burtrels thy fadtious building :■ — ’Tis in vain. 

To reafon with the partial : Men, who cal] 

Their own corrected pride, the public danger j 
Lite, 1 wou’d fay, to minds, that could reflect. 

Be ireemen among freemen.— -Hard controul 
Breaks a wrong’d people’s fpints into (laves. 

Or, lpurs ’em intet rebels— ’Tisdifhoneft : 

What right have we to freedom, not alike 
The property, ev’n of the poorejt Roman ? 

Brut. When ted the lab’ring ox, abreaft the lion ? 
Cajar. How venal is all Rome I — Her every Senator 
Sold, to his pafiions' biddings! — Brutus is fold 
To pnde : — to avarice, fome > — thefe envy draw } • 
Thole jears ; in others, hopes of promis’d power 
Warp the dependent will, to c rooked reafonings ; 

Loole, as the bribes, that bought ’em. 

CaJ. — Voices , Caefar ! • 

Are, fometimes, fold — where bands retain their liberty. 

Cajar. T rue-angry Caflius !«-But,the bead , mifguiding. 
Hands will miftake the mark, and wounc tbemjelyes. 

How foon have you forgot Fharfalia’s field ? 

Caf. Fortune decided, there : — At Romes ^tis law— 
.Cafar. Fortune decided ftrangely, Caius Caflius 1 
If I, by having conquer’d, mult obey. 

And you, from being beaten, claim command l 

Ant. [Rtfing with ettiotfbn.] After iuch fierce, unveil’d, 
prefumptuous menace, 

Rpme muft forget, for ever , to obey j 
Or Caefar, once, to pardon. 

ACafar. \jIo Caflius.] — Caflius, it grieves me, 

That thou compeU’ft a fentence, too levere , [Rifes. 
Since mercy ferves but to excite offence, , 

And bounty fpurs ingratitude— Bt-fafer— 

Sunk, to the ihelter of a wrong’d atari's pity. 

Too feeble 'to provoke.-- Efcape revenge, [Comes forward, 

hut. 
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Brut. [Holding him.'] Call it no crime, to apprehend 
If liberty offends, and troth grows treafon, (diftrels! 
Thank Heaven, the moft dejedted Have, on earth. 
Holds privilege to die .- But Casfar frowns ! 

Note ir, attentive Gods ! and wake, for freedom ! 
Imperial Csefa rfrdwnsl — Rome’s mailer frowns— 

That opposition fpeaks uncourtly truth, f 7 anting to go. 

Cdtfar. No more.— The reft, when in full fenate met 
Till then farewel. — [Exeunt Senators. 

—Stay, Conful, — Brutus- —ft ay. 

SCENE VII. Casfar, Brutus, Antony. 

Caeiar. [After a long look , fix'd earnefily upon Brutus.] 

Maxims, inhuman, fierce, and blind, like thine, 
Dilgrace a freeman’s name. [Brutus turns to go* 

— Stay, I command thee •, 

Return , ralh man— and know— -’tis Casfar calls. 

Brut. [ Returning .] All my adhering heart feels Casfar, 
Leave but Rome’s Senate free, devoted Brutus [King, 
Shall reft thy willing flave. — 

Cnfeg. Proud, as thou art 
Of liberty, thou haft not learnt, that freedom. 

Beyond all* yokes, hates, moft, this yoke of prejudice. 
That makes men flaves, at foul. — Think freely, Brutus, 
And let us argue, like unbiafs’d Romans : 

Thou talk’ll: of rights— Rome’s rights :-arenotthePeople 
The afiembled People, Rome ? Is not law theirs ? 
Counfel, that, not complied with, would compel. 

Turns law to tyranny. 

Brut. Shall tumult reign ? 

Shall high born Senates ferve, and groundlings govern^ 
Cafar. N,o.— Mark the Senate' % bounds— and mark the 
People’s : 

Firelight, and guardian care, and weigh’d advice. 
Debated means, and remedies propos’d, 

Tbefe, and thefe only, are the Senate’s rights : 

Pro* 
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Propounded laws Accepted, or refus’d, 

Ybis Is the People’s claim : and both are Rome, {ftill. 
Brut. Thanks to the Gods, Rome boafts fome patriots 
Ctefar. Yes— gralping hopes undue, and check’d of aim. 
Patriots, in aid of vengeance ! they combine. 

To clog the wheels, they can no longer guide : 

Hiding low— felf, behind the public caufe. 

They murmur, till they purchafe private eafe, 

Then licenfe general pain, to curfe mankind. 

Brut. Held not the Senate fcalc moft weight, inRome? 
Ctefar. Rome felt it, Brutus— till my arms relievdher. 
Brut. He, who, by arms, rules ficcmen, teaches ftaves— 
By arms, to rule thar ruler. 

Ctefar. Tiuft a tiy’d fword. 

Brut. Cuile it> hold ule— in any hand, but Csefar's, 
“When, to the vulgar hud, it leveh nobles. 

Born, to begreit — and mixes* ninds with Confuls. * 
Ctefar. Born did’ ft thou fay I- -mark, how thy partial 
Barring the gates ol hope, wou’d fhat out merit ! [pnde. 
No man was ever born , but form’d to gteattiefs : 

Who, but afpiring— hinds— were— Rome’s firft fathers ? 
Unvulgar fp.rit rais’d their deeds to Tame, 

And, thence, unvulgar reverence mark’d ’em noble. 
—But, in our hands, diminilh’d honour fl*rink« 

To bare degree,— and (harnes the rights*of rank. 

Heaven ! — what a difference ’twixt old Roth?, and ours? 
Our firft fam’d anceftors^die worth- to blood:— 

We, from a worthlefs birth, wou’d y?*w/diftin&ion. 
Penfions, with us, tal^e j^late :-with them, ’twas virtue. 
Our av’rice plunders fi lends: their conquering bounty 
Took nothing, ev’n from foes— but power of infult. 

Brut. Grant us lefs worthy ; ftill their claims are ours : 
And fons, who bafely quit their fathers’ lights, 

Dpferve to live like flaves — or die, like traitors 

Ctefar. Fie! -let usblufh, to name our fathers’ rights* 
Who leave their claim to honefty, forgot L 

Brut.Ofc, in funk ftates, when power prefumes, on vice. 
New crimes call out new virtues. * 

Vql. II. T Ctefar. 
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Cafar. Rome’s new virtues 

Match her new maxims : mark their grandeur, Brutus, 
Adtive, mothers’ induftry, we build, — [glofy : 

Racs game, drefs, dance, feaft, and drink deep, for 
Ours are the tajies ot life : Let bumbler Jlates 
Learn its lean duties : — we, to lighten joy. 

Have, elegantly painlefs • caft off care 
Hunger, and third, and loofe defires — anticipate : 
Poftponin nothing-but thought, fame, andjuftice. 
Vallies we teach to rife : o’er levell’c^ hills 
Stretch the tir’d fight but, inward turn no eye : 
Garlelves the daikeft part ot our own prolpedt. 

“Well fay they, Rome is chang’d. — 'Tis chang’d, indeed! 
Yv omen arc chang’d to men, — and men to women. 
Anger has chang'd its mark Romans fhock Romans, 
Y*e, tame to Parthian infults, hold back vengeance. 

The robbers may have relt- -and bribery leilure. 

Ant. To fons of fa.- ion, fcreen’d but by Rome’s crimes , 
"Why name we Roman mlues ? 

Brut. -—On voice 

Dwells eloquence} that makes ev’n error charming, 

O, too perfuafive Caefar ! — But thou, Antony, 

Shalt know* that, when fall’n Rome’s degenerate Confuls 
Live,— -a King,’ s flaves, — Brutus diall die — a Roman. 

* o • [Exit. 


SCENE VIII. Caefar, Antony. 

Ant . [After a pattfe.] Nows Gefar! whatdelerve fuch 
Romans ? 

Caf. [After a fhort pauje.) — Freedom. 

Ant. They are too free, who treat their friendsmth infult^ 
Cafat, It man were plac’d above the reach of infult. 

To pardon, were no virtue Think, warm Antony, 
What mercy is — *Tis daring to be wrong’d, 

Yet, unprovok’d by pride, perfid in pity. 
t Ant. Power, that endures contempt, invites rebellion. 

Cafar, 
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C*far. Dream not that moderation weakens power: 
‘J'he heart-felt Sovereign fmiles at faction’s rage i 
And thofe malignant men, who hate unjullly. 

We puniOi moft, when we are moll belov’d. 

Ant. What Prince, who was not fear'd, was, ever, lafe ? 
Cefar. Only, in war, he Ihould be fear'd,-— In peace. 
Be honour'd , Antony. 

Ant. Even lelf- defence requires, at leall, that bloody 
Callius fall. 

Cafar. Why Ihou’d I ftrike the weak, who cannot 
wound me ? 

Ant. Punilh the guilty will, that dar’d imagine. • 
Cafar. So minions teach tame Kings, to merit hate. 

Ant. Where Kings lufpeft, — preventing, they fecure. 
Cefar. Scorn to fujpeff, where thou wouldft fcorn to fear. 
Nor walle, on ev’ry flight and \yeak offence, # 

The dignity of vengeance. — I will, anon, 

Trull Brutus with his birth : nature mull move him. 

If not — I leave him to the Gods, and time. , 

Ant. Shall he oppofe, yet, wear his lather’s croton ? 
Cefar. Shou’d life allot me hope, to ftretch Rome’s foul 
To latitude for liberty — ’twere more 
Than empire, to reftore her. — If the talk, m 
Hard, and extenfive, calls for lengthening years, ** 
While, in untimely hour, I, diftant, die, , , 

Brutus, by this lad light, will judge my purpofe. 

| Gives a paper. 

Ant. Long may the Gods, preferving Caefar’s life, 
Protedl his purpofes, from»care, not Csefar’s. 

Cafar. Life has too Ihort a reach, for long defigns : 
And, oft, the fruit not ripe, the tree declines : 

No help unneedful, man fhou’d all purfue. 

Left time Hide from him, —and his hopes die, too. 




4-el! 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. A room in Casfar’s houfe. Two chairs 
plac'd. Calphurnia, Fla via. 

Cal. O, Flavia ;-fpread enquiry through thepalace: 

VJT While I, prolonging tirrie, by every art 
Of apprehenfive love, hold Caefar, fix’d 
In conference, till flow Torbilius comes : 

Fitteft reporter of his own fad tale, 

To force belief, and fire reluCtant vengeance. [Caefar ? 
*C<efar. [ Without .] Where is the bofom counfellor of 
Cal. Fly -findTorbilius : — when he comes, touch foft 
My filver bell, that the known found may warn me. 

[Exit Flavia. 

Ca/ar.’ Tis paft, Calphurnia.-The try’d faction’s hatred 
Repell’d obtruded candor. 

Cal. Shun they forgivenefs ? 

Cf far. Men, of contracted views, diftruft&Wmeanings: 
For,' no heaft credits, what it cannot feel. 

What frightful Jlory has my dreamer, now ? 

Cal. A fad, and dreadful truth-no dream— nodoubting: 
He, whofe dire property the fecret refts. 

Guardian of Casfir’s life, demands his ear. 

For me — I cou’d but fpeakr my fears and follies. 

Ca/ar. Follies' have charms, when fears, like thine, 
are follies : * 

Man may draw profit, then, from woman’s weaknefs : 
And, in one tender wife’s miftaking faith, . 

Find recompence, for every friend, that’s falfe. [They Jit, 
Cal. Can there be reft, in danger ? 

Cafar. ' Sure ! there lhou’d not. 

Cd. Why is ambition, then, too hard for peace ? 
Why, always bufy, to be never bleft. 

Does reftlefs Cxfar facrifice, unthank’d. 


The 
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The tafte, the quiet, the ferene, of life. 

For an ungrateful world, that hates his bounty ? 

Cafar. *Tis the great mind’s expelled pain, Calphurnia, 
To labour for the thanklels He, who leeks 
Reward in ruling, makes ambition guilt : 

And, living for bimfelf difclaims mankind. 

Cal. Alas ! — the friend to all obliges none. 

Cafar. ’Tis nobler to protect mankind, than pleale. 

Cal. Is it a crime, when virtue loves itfelf? 

Cafar. Princes Ihou’d widenk If: — thdrpower, and heart. 
Alike receptive, mult make room for all : 

*Tis theirs, to figh, for every fufferer’s woe ; 

Lend their own joys, that others may be glad : 

Think ev’n for unborn ages ; and tranfmit 
Bleflings unlhar’d — and quiet, not their own. 

Cal. Virtues, fo rais’d, as fhefe, but waftetheirwarmth. 
And Ihine, unlelt, in Rome.' — The vulgar eye# - 

Sees, by its own low level. As men ail. 

They judge : and, by corrupt lelf-intereft weigh’d, 
Goodnefs, like Heaven’s, wou’d feem felf-iijtereft, too. 

Cafar. No matter. — Virtue triumphs, by negledt : 
Vice, while it darkens, lends but/w>, to brightneis ; 

And jufter times, removing Hander’s veil. 

Wrong’d merit, after death, is help’d to Uye. 

Cal. Can prefent pain be cur’d, by future eale r ' 
Cafar. Who wou’d not,once,look d im, to ibine, forever? ' 
Cal. How happy is it for a wife, who loves , 

When lowlier profpe&s bound her lord’s ddires, 

And home-felt quiet fills his peaceful heart ! 

W T hy wou’d you be tetiing ? -wait, till fome King 

Afpires, to be a Cafar Lend not envy 

New props to lean againft. This threat’ning name 
Beats on the Romans’ unaccuftom’d ear. 

Like a black ftorm — and blafts the hope of liberty. 

Cafar. Never, henceforth, difturb thy gentle breaft. 
With falfe forebodings, from a regal toy [ 

Know, me above its want : beyond its*glory : 

Given, tho’ unheld, it meets the Parthian prophecy » 

T 3 Bids 
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Bids the rous'd legions' fuperftkious hearts 
Refume loft ardor : — and fure vi&bry’s theirs* - 
Cal. Tho'Parchia fell, there’s a patrician envy, ' 

That, never quench’d, burns with but fiercer blaze. 
From each new proof, that old injuftice Wrong’d thee ? 
Th nlc of thofe midnight haunters of my fancy ! 

Think, how I faw thee bleed, at every vein : 

While, at each fpouting ftream, a murderous Roman 
Stain’d his extended arm, and roar’d for liberty. 

Caffius ! — ftern Caflius ! k [Starting up, 

Blaft him. Heaven ! — me thinks, 

I fee him, there^ — full, in my eyes, he glares ! 

Pale, in the horrid tranfport of his vengeance ; 

And, dreadful'y, enjoys the ghaftly fcene ! — [Kneels'. 
Oh ! grant thylelf, to live : grant fad Calphurnia 
That prayer : — She begs ( it, but for Rome, and nature. 
Ctefar. Why wilt thou kneel ?— What couldft thou alk, 
in vain ! 

Cal. Death-inftant death, to that malignant Caflius ! 
Ctefar. Since thou wcr't firft my wi.e, I never faw thee 

Cruel.till this ftrange moment ! Dove-like gentle. 

Healing compaflion footh'd thy heart, to foftnefs : 

And, on thy fparkling eye, fat weeping mercy. 

C«/.* r Tls mercy, to mankind, to punifh villains. 

Ctefar. |6jfe: and relieve me, from this new diftrefs. 

* * ) . | Bell rings without. 

Cal I will : -And thou ihait owe to woman’s 

A fafety, manly confidence had loft thee. [fear 

Ctefar. How art thou heated} by an idle d> earn. 

To ftrike at fancied guilt, with real anger ! 

Cal. The wife of Caslar wrongs not, even his foes. 
Flavia ! Lucilia ! here-who waits, without ? 

, ' [Enter a Lady. 

The man, with whom I held difcourfe, this morning l 
Bid him re-enter. [Exit Lady, 

Ctefar. Who ! — What man is this ? 

$al. Torbilius-the four fatirift thy enemy. 

Ctefar. No enemy of mine-if wit’s his friend 

Cal. 
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Cal. Once* when condemn’d, for libelling my Caefar, 
Thy all-permitting mercy, not alone 
Forgave but, bad him claim diftinguilh’d bounty , , 

Till wit, milled, cou'd find the way to judgment. 

Qefar. I know him not: what can’ll thou hope, 

Calphurnia, 

From thefc flight men ? fo bold, yet, blind of foul. 

That wit, with them, fupplies the place of virtue ; 

And, cenfuring othei s’ faults, abfolve their own. 

Cal. Staying, when Portia went, his trembling gratitude 
Pray’d audience, an a caufe, that touch’d the Itjt 
Of threat’ned Caefar : — for the red, he comes : 

Det his own tongue retrace the horrid tale. 

SCENE II. Caefar, Calphurnia, Torbilius. 

Tor. Hail, Caefar! more than vidtor ' -common conq«erors 
Vanquilh but power : Caefar fubdues the mil. 

Ctefar. Why doft thou flat -'er !- Stranger to my paflions. 
Whence wou’d thy Ikill prefume, to judge my virtue ? 
Take heed, thou fe I’d not prafle, to purchafe fcorn ! 
Encomium is a bold, and dang’rous province 1 
It calls for reafon : — Hander alks but rage. 

Who art thou ?— what is thy pretence, injiongg ? 

Tor. Touch’d by the Mtifes' love, Ij there, indulge 
The tuneful tranfpolts of lattric fire : • • 

Home is a fruitful field, for themes, like mine ! 

And Brutus, wit’s kind patron ! loves my verfe. 

Cafar. Where wit wants patronage— a Jtute wants wifdom. 
Keen, tho’ the darts, by angry genius thrown. 

The wife can guide 'em, while the bale rejlratn. 

Satire, in honeft hands, is murmuring virtue : 

And he, who fears its bifs , deferves its Jlwg. 

Yet, ’tis a dangerous, and malignant, good, 

Tho* freedom’s property, 'tis fadhon's lpoil. 

Where juftly bold, ’tis reafon’s manlieft jmpulfe: 

Where blindly virulent, 'tis wit’s difeafe 
Think, and diftinguilh : — are thy*cenfures weigh'd? 

T 4 Daft 
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Doll; thou proportion anger, to its caufe? 

Tor. Had I done that, 1 had not wrong'd thy name. ■ 

I was not juft : for, I was Casfar’s foe. — — 

Can Csefar have forgot Torbilius Afper ? 

Cafar. Why wonder’d thou at that ?~For my own fake. 

My Jnend imprints remembrance j but my foe. 

For bis, Ihou’d be forgotten. 

Tor. Generous Csefar, 

Forgetting me, forgets the guilt, he pardon’d. 

And claims not his own virtues ! 

C far. Roman ! learn 

Ttfmeafure truth, more juftly: Benefits, 

From their receiver only, claim remembrance: 

He, who bellows, and not Jorgets refumes ’em. 

Tor. jPerifh rhe mem’ry, and the man, together. 

Wheel I forget luch greatirfs 

Cal. Spare thy words : 

And haften to difclole thy thanks, in aflion. 

Cajar. What krow'ft thou, that deferv’d attention, here? 
Tor. Caflius, whole love of Rome, is hate of Caefar, 
Lifts an implicit clan ol warm relenters : 

Men, who, with dim dilcemment, tracing liberty. 

Plunge headJpng in ledirion. Among thel’e, 

lie ltoop’d his active bub’ry, ev’n to me: 

Com ting my humble aid, to influence Brutus, 

Whole name, and power, might malk the face of murder . 
Cr’far. Whom would they murder ? 

T 'r. Rome’s laft hope, in Casl'ar. 

Cal. Low, Carfar i now, anv I an idle dreamer ? 

Cafar. Does Brutus know this purpofe ? 

Tor. Ytt he dt.es not : 

And Cselar, ftill, might guard the generous heart 
Of his btdov’d : and lave him, from the vile. 

All flattery’s full-try’d power unites , to lhake him: 

That done, the tempter plies his mailer engine ; 

Draws him, this day, to meet the affaffin fadlion : 

Then — but that Heaven defends thee— L join’4 by BrutuSj 
jTh’ encourag’d murd’rers Jirike: — not join’d, forbear. ~ 

„ ' Cafar i 
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Cafar. If Cxfar’s death muft wait, till Brutus (trikes. 

His life wou’d prove immorcal! Men, of heat. 

Like Caflius, torture their didemper’d reafon. 

To aft their paflion’s impulfe : Brutus weighs 

Defire’s warm pleas, in the cool (bale of juftice : 

Finds force, in others’ claims, againft htmfelf. 

And loves the vei y virtue that condemns him. 

Cal. Go on, Torbihus ! Set, in Caefar’s view. 

What Caflius loves-, and point us out his vntues. 

Cafar. It (hall not need he (lands condemn’d, already, 
CJ. ( Joyfully] *To what condemn’d ? 

C<efar. Condemn’d to live, Calphurnia, 

Cal. W hat 1 and not tortut’d ? 

Cafar. Pude’s levered rack 

Is that (harp mercy , which dtfeends from /corn. 

Think it a fault, to fear thefe.choleric praters : # 

Their hot, flight, threat’mngs wajle themfelves in (lander } 
And tail away revenge to gradual peace: 

But, there’s a cold, (low, (uent, patient malice. 

That cariies mijthtef with it I — r- Such a (oul. 

As Brutus afls by — had it will, feyr muider. 

Cool, in its govern’d hate, might call foi cruelty. 

What lead’d thou ? 

Tor. Silent fummoners, to murder : * •* 

Thele Caflius caufcs.to be diopt, with artj # 

Where Brutus mud be fure to find, and lead ’em. 

Qal. W hat wiles has malice ? 

Cajar. Poor, and petty, crafts! 

They want but my regard, to lend ’em weigh. 

‘ [Returning the paper. 

Torbilius, meet ’em : — and, with drifted note, 

Mark, what impreflion Caflius makes on Brutus. 

All, thou cand learn of that, be fwift to bring me ; 

And trud the claims of gratitude, to Gefar. 

Tor. The grateful make no claims. —A mindful debtor 
Pays — not obliges : — never met, in one; 

The Poet, and the Mifer. — The/ame fire. 

That (parkles, in his fancy’s native blaze. 

Glows, 
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Glows, at his honed heart ■, and bums out bafenefs ; 
True genius wiU not— cannot, ftoop to bribes : 

And he, who fells his pafftons 9 ne’er had wit,— 

Or had it, for a curie, unmix’d with judgment. 

Cafar. ’Tis nobly laid; — and, with a warmth, that only 

Sufpeffed virtue feels. Henceforth, be mine : 

On raodeft merit, not to force reward. 

Were to degrade fupremacy. 

Cal. Where meet they ? 

Tor. In the cool grot t behind the Platan grove : 

There Brutus, oft alone, and oft with ‘friends. 

Steals an unbufied hour, for reafoning deeply : 

Or, in free mirth, dilates the (lack’mng foul. 

Cal. What was th’ appointed time ? 

Tor. The fatal choice, 

Yet ^oubtful, mud depend alone on Brutus. 

Some three hours, hence, I look to find ’em met. 

Cal. Go, good Torbilius. Wait within my call : 

For I fhall try thy faith in Caefar’s caufe. [Exit Torbilius. 

t 

SCENE III. Caefar, Calphurnia. 

Cal. Lam alarm’d, for Brutus ! 

Cafar. Doubt ‘him not : 

Cal. Is hfe 1 ambitious ? 

Cafar. No, — but he is vain. 

Cal. Then, beyond hope, he’s loft.— Ambitious fnen 

Lead, and difcern but vain pnes follow, blind. 

Cafar. Thou haft contagious power in that fuipicion : 
Great minds, on fome unguarded quarter, weak. 

Find their try’d virtue, tbere> fubhmely frail : 

Were Callius artful ! - had his malice, coldnefs , 

— Cou’d’he firrt / tym/*. -- and, then, attack, where warmeft. 
The public-heaited Brutus 1 
Col. Nay he does } 

. TTbfrom that point, he levels all his aim.— 

Who knows not Brutus proud ! — and flattery’s ait 


Sets 
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Sets pride at work, to ftp her own foundation) 

And pull down charaner, to build up name. 

Cafar. Then* Caflius merits my regards— and dies $ 
Light, in bimfelf, he, yet, deferves but fcorn: 
Awak’ning danger, in corrupted Brutus, 

He makes his own rais’d milchief worth revenge. 

Cal. But, can 1 trull a doubt, like this, to chance? 
Th’ unfure converfion of a ralh man’s fpleen ? 

Who knows, but, feigning penitence, Torbilius 
Courts you to confidence, he would betray ? 

No — It Ihall ne’er be faid, that Csefar’s wife 
Left Csefar’s fafety, to another’s faith. 

She, who, too lightly weighs a hufband's danger. 

Takes arms, at heart, againlt him. 

Cafar. Trull Torbillius, 

He will deferve thy faith : - reflecting minds^ 

By gratitude once gain’d, relapfe no more. 

Cal. Thus will I jound hi r purpofe : — then, confide.— 
Portia, this morning, prels’d a vifit, from me : 

Oft, thro’ her garden’s private gate, unmark’d, 

Ent’ring alone, that grot, invites my notice : 

There, filently conceal’d, where art-form’d rocks 
Lend jutting umbrage to the cavy fcreen, 

I hear , what Caflius moves : what Brutus yields s 

This, if the fatinft.diflbades : he’s* falfej 

This, if he aids, Calphurma judges Caflius : 

And hfe, or death , be his, as jultice dooms. 

Cafar. In lpve, and anger, woman’s will is deaf. 

I know, thy gen’rods purpofe is too firm. 

To let my fears for thee, forbid this danger. 

Yet, while, in dread of mine, thou dar’ft thus ralhly. 

Be it my care to interpofe, iff thine. 

Curio, the tribune , with a guard, mult wait thee. 

Cal. Their number will detect me. 

Cafar. No, — let Torbilius, 

Singly, and flow, unnotic’d, introduce ’’em. 

Thro* the lone poftero, that adjoins the grove. [dare 
Cal. Blefs the kind thought) *>and now, Ihou’d murder 

One 
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One glance , at thy dear bofom, bloody, Caflius 
Shall, on the guilty fpot, that moment die. 

Cafar. Spare thy diforder’d heart. — Caffius is hafty ! 
But, Brutus fhall, with mild reproof, reduce 
The madman’s rage, and fhame him into fafety. 

I dread to arm thee. Prejudice is rafh. — 

Cal. Have I been fubjebi, then, to ralh impreflions ? 
Cafar. Thy reafon, I cou’d truft--but not thy anger: 
Religion s curb, in hearts, like thine, binds fureft : 

Swear by fome facred tye. 

Cal. Hear me, whole Heaven ! * 

RpRomc’s rais’d fate 1 — by her forefathers’ Gods 1 
By aweful Vella’s unexpiring flame I 
By Venus, mother of thy race, O Caefar ! 

If trealon leaves but time to reach thy ear. 

Ere ganger catch thy life-; — Caffius fhall live. 

To learn his doom from thee, and ’fcape my 

vengeance. 

Cafar. See! the concurring Gods have fent thee Curio} 

SCENE IV. Caefar, Calphurnia, Curio. 

Cur. Shouts, from impatient crowds, demand a King ; 
And royat Gefar glads the ftreets of Rome. 

Cafar. f jffter writing m a table-bqok .] Curio ! — Joy’s 

flattering founds are loud deceivers : 

Calphurma’s buly fears have trac’d a traitor. 

Born to high rank, and fam’d for arms, and envy. 

Go, with due ftrcngth ; guard thou the wife of Caefar : 
And, if this blank, that, now, conceals his name. 

Fill’d, by her hand, points out the guilty Roman, 
Weigh Caefar’s life, with bis ; — and be this warrant 
Thy fword’s authority , to do me right. 

[Giving the table-book to Curio. 
Cur. Where-e’er your danger warrants me to ftrike. 

If treafon ’fcapfe my fword, let flight in war, * 

Want,--*— and eternal infamy, revenge. 

The caufe of Caefar, on his foldier’s name 1 
Cafar. 
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Cafar. Marc Antony return'd ! 

• Cal. Curio ! thy ear.—— 

SCENE V. Csefar, Antony. 

* Ant. All is prepar’d ; — pale Caflius looks ftill paler : 
And ftarts at every Jhout , that (hakes the Forum. 

Never, henceforth, let noife be call’d fedition : 

Rome’s public mouth out-roars a hundred Senates f 
One loud confent unites her grateful tribes. 

And Parthia’s Tall takes date, from Caefar’s crown. 
Cafar. Join’d Brutus, in that voice i 
Ant. No Roman hop’d it : 

Referves , they know, muft guard the Stoic's gravity : 
What four folemmty of look, like his, 

Stoops a loft fmile , to graqp Plebeian lighlnefsl 

Men, who can laugh , as I do, jovial thinkers ! 

Fram’d for their eafe, and born, to hate affliction ! 

See things, but as they ar. / void of the wit. 

That hunts for covet’d anguilh • Long* found fleepers! 
Dull, fatisfy’d, glad rogues ! th$y truft their fenfes. 
Love their friends, heft : and wi(h, but what they want. 

Brutus is deep r — dives farther into bills j — 

Shakes his fuperior brow, and pities fools, •• 

—'Who dare be happy, againft rules of policy. 

Cafar. Where cou’dft thou find him* now ? 

Ant. Immur’d, at home. 

Sagely defpifmg his good Lords, — the People: 

And (hutting Cas(hr*!s triumph, from his ear. 

Cafar. Take this occafion, Antony, to vifit him ; 

Bid his wi(h’d prefence grace the public zeal 1 
If he declines it, fting him, to refentment : 

Watch, in that warmth of heart, what thoughts efcape him j 
Sound the dark depth of his defigns •, — and tell him, 

That to the Capitol, thou mean’ft to bring me, 

Rome’s crown, by fieemen given to guard their liberty. 

Ant. How noify is that nothing ! all its virtue 
Dwells in its found : — it means but cover’d tyranny. 
Cafar. 
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Ctefar. Ever diftinguilh fubftances, from found) < 
There is in liberty, what Gods approve ; 

And only men, like Gods, have tafte, to fhare. 

There is in liberty, what pride perverts, 

To ferve fedition, and perplex command. 

True liberty leaves all things free, but guilt j 

And festers every thing— but art and virtue : 

Falfe liberty holds nothing bound, but power. 

And lets loofe every tye, that ftrengthen’s law. 

Ant. Caefar, in fcience, as in power fupreme. 

Calls luftre, out of darknefs ! — But to me , 

What feems moft ftrange, of faction's ftrange effedls, 

Is, that among thole crowds, fhe tempts to mifehief, 

I fee good men, belov’d for every virtue 1 
Blindly misdrawn, to bate the peace they wijh. 

Catfa . Boaft fully blind, a bigot’s proof is trujl j 

Faultless in purpofe, yet his choice unjuft ! 

A&ive, that erring zeal may truth invade, 

Entbufiafi pride obtrudes her blund’ring aid. 

Fierce to the field, keen difputants fhe draws. 

Implicit props of fomp unreafoning caufe ! 

Th’ abfurd reformer order overthrows, 

And works up difeord for the world’s repofe ! 

Jealous of enemies, difquiets friends. 

Groans without wound, and without fruit contends : „ 
Wildly fincere ! unprevalently ftrong ! 

Struggling for right and introducing wrong : 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

r A grand Apartment in the Houfe of Brutm. Brutus, Antony* 

Brut. T T R G E it no more — — I am fix’d. 

Ant. Think wifelier, Brutus. 

Brut. Conful ! when a bold oppreftion grapples law. 
Men, who protect th’ oppreffor, ftab the ftate. 

Ant. 
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Ant. Men, who fo roughly dare mifcharge their tmi % 
Pretending liberty, purfue but pride. 

Brut. Caefar, however rais'd, is lefs than Lord l 
Ant. Caefar, however wrong'd, is more than friend t 
Even gratitude has made refpeti a duty : 

Prefent, or abfent thou the Tribes will crown him. 
Brut. Crown? whom? 

Ant. One, whom if Brutus knew but rightly— 

Brut. I fear I do ! 

Ant No — if you did, you’d tremble. 

Brut. I have Already trembled, Antony ! 

Trembled — to hear a Roman tempt a Roman, 

And dare corrupt a patriot, yet unfold * 

Ant. Corrupt, I wou’d not — All I wou’d, I dare. 

Brut. The bafely bold lhould learn to dread the juft. 
Ant. When Brutus bids me dread — I hear and fmile. 
Brut. Smileonyour-K/jg-; flattery was made for thrones. 
The rough, wrong’d, Roman frowns with honeft fcOrn. 

Ant. Brutus, I rev’rence^.mjw/5 ; but deipife 
Th’ hypocnfy of envy • I have a heart, * 

That being human, feels for humankind. 

I tow’re not to the Gods: — virtue, once rais’d 
Above companion, ceafes to be virtue : 

Aiming at more than man, thou fink’ft to lefs*.* 

Brut . I wou'd be leis than King ; and mo/e than Slaver 
Ant. Farewel — ralh zealots blindly grow unjuft j 
And pride inflexible, and deaf, as thine, 

Profefling virtue, makes ev'n virtue hateful. [Exit 
• • 

SCENE II. Brutus ( alone ) 

Heaven ! what a change in Rome — breathe thefe her foul l 
Oh ! griev’d Quirinus ! what reproach were thine. 

Did not thy fellow Gods difdain to note us ! 

Rome has no remnant now, of Roman greatnefs : ' 

Sold, or feduc’d, we give up claim by daim. 

Till even our virtues aie engrofs’4 by Cscfar ! 

O, fouls of long loft glory 1 Fabii l Deeii l 
4 


O, all 
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O* all ye Pompey’s ! Scipio’s! Cato’s! hear me I 
Re-kindle in my breaft, your patriot lights, 

And live, once more in Brutus ! fill this heart, 

With Caefar’s fire but, let it flame for Rome. 

SCENE III. Brutus, Torbllius. 

Brut. Torbilius ! thou intrud’fl: on my retirement : 
The Mufe, and my fad heart, are now, not focial. 

Torb. Caflius approaches. There’s a name, indeed, 

Unfocial ! every Mufe wou’d Hart to hear it. 

u. .Brut. Thou wrong’ll him. — Caflius is a noble Roman. 

Tor. There is a jaundice in thy judgment, Brutus, 

That lends him golden colour from thy own : 

I know him, to the foul. Have founded all 

The lhallows of his envy ; and I cou’d. 

But' that an oath injoin’d, has bound my tongue. 
Convince thee, that he dares aflault thy honour * 

And plots, to blafl thee to the world, for ever. 

Brut. Who bound thee by fuch oath ? 

T or. Calphurma’s piety. 

Brut. What had Calphurnia’s piety to do 
With plots, and oaths, and fecrecy, and Brutus ? 

Tor: -Earnell, her/elf. to warn endanger’d Brutus 
With confequerice, fhc fear’d, my words might lofe, _ 

She claims your inftant ear: -Be fwift— incline it. 

Shun the too near approach of Caflius, hither : 

And, haft’ning to the houfe of Casfar, weigh 
What her wifh forms to guard /.hy fame and virtue. 

Brut. Thou art too bold, Torbilius : — tell Calphurnia, 
I, beft, myfelf, defend my honour’s claims : 

And grafp too hard, to need a woman’s aiding. 

Torbilius !--Rome has loft thee.— Casfar’s bounties 
Have brib’d thy gratitude, to Hander honefty. 

Tor. Ill am I known, where moll my heart lies open. 
If, after all my rafh contempts oi power, 

Brutus can doubt me venal: Yet, doubt on : 

No undeferv’d reproach adheres to virtue. 

No 
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No matter what bold Hander wounds Torbilius* ' [(hip 
Where he, who wrongs him, has the rights of friend* 
Brut. I will not fee Calphurnia. 

Tor. Oh! revoke 

Tbofe fatal words, left — 

firut. By the Gods I will not*. 

Till Callius, and his friends have firft bfcen heard* 

Tor. Caffius is Csefar’s enemy. 

. Brat. But I 

Am Brutus } and thou know’ft me Csefar’s friend. 

Let that truth, known, content thee. 

Tor. No. It cannot : 

Brutus not fearing, I mutt fear for Brutus. 

Greatqcfs of foul, confiding in itfelf \ 

Expofes an unguarded fide to bafenefs. 

Brut. What wou’dlt thou lead me to ? 

, Tor. To one kind promife : * 

I urge it but to fave thee. 1 conjure theej 

By every claim of long, untir’J adherence ! 

By every recompence, thou ow’ft my dangers ! 

By every graceful fenfe of every duty 1 # 

Love, friendihip, reverence, faith, advice, and fervice ! 
Promife, whatever dire refult the Gods 

Permit, for Cafiius comes on no light eFrand*!*— — 

Previous to any deed, t thy will may purpofe, 

Toffear my thoughts j- intruft me with thy own : 

And teach my willing hahd and heart to aid thee. 

Brut. I fee thee ftrangely mov’d: — I will, by Heaven 1 
Intruft thee, unreferv’d* and feek thy counfel. 

Tor. Bark on ye dogs of envy ! bark in vain: 

Brutus is fafe and fpotlefs. [Exit Torbilius. 

Brut, [yf/cw.] C*far’s graces « 

Win every heart 1 and no corruption’s power 
Out-bribes the native fweetnefs of his pity. 

$ C E N E IV. Brutus, Caflius, Decimus* Cinna, Cafca. 

Caf. Hail ! death-devoid- Brutus*! Rom^/^/? friend! 
Dec. Guardian: in- viin, of our expiring Imerty ! 

Voir. II. U Caf. 

* 1 
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Caf. Caefar, to-morrow, marches hence a King. 

Brut. What are Rome’s profpefts, then ? 

Caf. Taxes and chains, 

Brutus, farewel for ever. [Embracing. 

— — — Life grows fhameful, «■ 

Where freedom is refign’d, and man’s a flave. 

Brut. Can Calliusfeel defpair ? 

Caf. When Rome defpairs. 

Dec. When even her foul —her Brutus ! — breathes for 
Csefar. 

Caf. No force on earth, but our unihaken hearts 
•—Held back this bold invader. 

Dec. Czefar’s too wije , 

To fpare our lives, who live, — to Ihake his throne. 

Caf. Efcaping us, he meets but men: — not Romans. 
Brut. Oh 1 honour, virtue, and the rights of law / 

Caf. ’Tis pajl: — the laws have been. Honour and 

virtue 

Are now the public jell of penfion’d parafites : 

Who fell fubmiflion, and receive back fcorn. 

Dec. Rome, and. the world are fal 1’n ’tis Caefar's, all ? 
Caf All, that fix hundred bleeding years have gain’d. 
Thrown, at one caft, to Caefar ! — Why had times 

Lake thfcfe, a Brutus ? Grac’d with fruitlefs virtues ? 

Brut. It I |iave virtues — <wby fhould they be fruitltfs? 
Caf Join every Power above — to blefs that queftion ! 
Dec. Hear yon licentious noife ! f Shouts at a diftance. 

Brut. Curfe the vile found ! 

’Tis breath of adulation ! Rome’s loft Gods 
Expell’d*— and incehfe paid to human pride! [Shouts again. 

Caf. Again ! Thofe fhouts are infult. 

Dec. * — Cimber comes, 

And, if I read him rightly in his look, 

Caslar’s attempts fucceed\ — lor, fee! he’s angry, 

&CENE V. Brutus,Caffius,I>cimus,Cinna,Cafca, amber. 

Caf. Tell us, what wou'd they ? 1 

Cm. — — Slavery , they wou’d. ' v 

Btut, 
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Brut. Have we a King in Rome ? 

Cm. Hare we a freeman ? 

Caf. What call you Cselar ? 

Brut. Lefs, when he dares be more. 

Cm. Caelar high-feated, — Sovereign of the (laves ! 
Shone from the Capitol, as who wou’d fay, 

Make me a God, and Rome (hall fhake with thunder) 
Up, from ten thoufand bribe- at tefting throats, 

Flew purchas’d gratulation : “ Hail, great Caefar 1 

“ Rome*s dread avenger ! Fate of punilh’d Parthia! ’* 

“ Star of thy country’s hope ? and war’s brave guider!’* 
Timely, to cool this madnefs, at its height. 

So Heaven decreed it ! - - in (talks Antony ; 

Blaft him, deaf Genius of devoted Rome ! 

A culhion’d crown and fcepter (ham’d his hands : 

Yet, was his venal eye fix’d bpld on Caefar. 

Down funk, at once, the temped of applauie j 
Hulh’d, as a coward, in his midnight bufh. 

The fick’ning people flatter’d into filence ; > 

He , ’rnidd a horrid glare of wide-dj^tch’d eyes. 
Unheeding, on his mafter’s brow, fe*. oft. 

The regal gew-gaw : — ■ - then, with abjedt knee. 

Bent, for injlrttfftve homage, Be a Kin^, - 

He cry’d— and reign o’er Rome that rules the world. 
Cs&r, mean while, .who watch’d the public eye. 

And read relu&ance, grief, and terror, there j 
Starting indignant with wejl-a&ed fcorn, 

Hurl’d from his front the uninclining toy •, 

And cry’d — “I am not'King , my friend — but Caefar.” 
Brut. O, truth !— beyond all pride of kingly greatnefs ! 
Cim. Then, general joy new- voic’d the gaping prefs* 
And fhook the didant roofs, with loud concurrence ; 
Even Antony, then blufh’d. 

Caf. And did not Caefar ? 

Ctm. Caefar fmil’d fweet contempt : and then, again, 

Th’unfeeling fools, more charm’d, renew’d their fho’uting. 
1 laugh’d aloud ; to mark him thanking Rome, 

For finding virtues in him, which he had not 1 

U 2 
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At length, difdainful of the hard conftraint, 

Parting, he frown’d fincerity.—Tht reft 
You’ll learn when Ida' 

Brut. What means that? 

Cim. Anon, 

The Senate fit* 

Brut. What then ? 

Gm. Why then, fix hours 
May pafs, betwixt bis pufhing back the crown, 

And our expe&ed votes, to bid him ta&e it. 

Brut . Holds he that hope ? 

**"~Dec. Yes : and who helps us ? 

Caf. Death. 

Brut. Death is indeed, the flave’s laft hope : — but he. 
Who dares embrace that help, might find a better. 

Caf. While my doom’d .country had a gafp for life, 

I ftruggled on, to live : Now, world farewel ! 

No God fuftain’d me, to fupport the State : 

But, to die, with it, ftill is left to freedom. 

To Heaven’s imperial Rome, from ours , I go; 

There, no bold Caefor fways . There Pompey ferves ! 

No Roman there need blulh to own a mafter : 

Where even a, Cato finds and fears a Lord l 

Thefe will I follow thus. [Drawing bis fwcrd. 

Brut. [Difarming him. J Follow we none : *— 

*Tis ours to lend, not borrow, brave example. 

*Tis ours, to ftem the tide of a bad world. 

And julhfy to time the Roman ^reatnefs. 

Much is to anger due but more to Rome. 

Cato had died unblam’d firft, killing Csefar j 

But, turning on btmfclf his erring fword. 

He fell, unjuftly : for, he punilh’d innocence. 

Caf. What can we, in a worH, defpairing, round us ? 
Brut. [ Shewing a billet. J See! what the friends of li- 
berty ejtpeft ! 

See ! wjiat they hope from Romans ! 

Caf. This reproach 

I, too, have met with : and 'twas hard to bear ! 

Brut. 
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'Brut. Caflius— *twas harder, for, —to have defin'd it. 
Cm. Good talkers might attraft a gown-man's praife : 
And had time ears — fine words were marks of wifdom: 
But lofe this day, no orator, in Rome, 

Muft be admir'd but Cxfar. 

Brut. — - Ere this day 
Yet pafies — twenty tyrants fortunate. 

As ours —but never greatnefs equall’d Caefar ! 

Might expiate with their lives , their bold ambition. 

Cm. Ay • that’s § flower of fpeech, my rhetoric reaches !* 
Caf. Rome lives again 1 (he breath’d in that rais'd voice ! 
And Brutus has reviv’d her. — 

Dec Fatal name 

To tyrants • - Brutus, to afiert his race. 

Speaks the dire duty, which we dar’d but tlink. 

Caf. My friend has reconcil’d me to myfclfj— — # 

If there be future glory due to Cafiius, 

Brutus bellows it all Bp tm/s ! and Rome ! 

Flow mix’d, ye reverend names, down time’s tlaik ltream ! 
By ages, emulating ages, blefs’d ! 

Deumus! Cinna! Cali a! Patriots ! Romans * 

Join your fwords’ aid : Obey this gener’ous leader. 

Live to approve, and to fupport his vtngeaoce > , 

And drive deje&ion from the heart of virtue. 

€i/». Ail Rome will think, and adl, with Roman Brutus. 
Dec. Bom the iullainers of Patrician honour, 

Senates, defpis’d, vJou’d fall with double fhame , 

Surviv’d, by their delpifer. — 

Caf. — bee a. lift * * 

Shining with names, of Rome’s dillinguilh’d Tons! 
Affociates all, to ftrike one glouous blow < 

Brut. [Taktng the paper.] Soft Caflius, — have a care I 
nor arm revenge 

Too ftrongly— — — left it look, perhaps, like bafenefs. 
One were enough to bid a tyrant die, 

Who dar’d himlelf, die with him. 

Caf. Romans numberlefs • 

Stand, now prepar’d ior fummons. 

Brut. — Summon none : 
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Shou’d they be fold to Caefar, they’re untrufty r~ . 

And, if they fear him, heartlefs, 

Caf. Such a tongue. 

As Cicero’s 

Cm. No— let us lift no praters j 
Thefe fpeech-men of the fenate range but periods: 
tfropes are their javelins -Climax forms their ranks: 
And, when they charge, ’tis with fome fmart harangue. 
•Twill be renown enough for thefe tongue-cohorts , 

To praife our bravery, when it mtttsjuccefs : 

Or, if it fails, teach pliant law to teize us. 

Caf. Enough! — then Caefar finds us in the fenate— 
Brut. There, be it lawful, O immortal guiders ! 

To confecrate this fword, that once was Cato’s, 

To Cato’s death reveng’d I and murder’d Pompey’s. 

«• [Draws, 

[All the Confpirators draw their fwords .] 

Caf. Now, I will live. — Life now becomes a Roman. 

Brut. No. Let no vain falfe hope of life deceive ye: 

Know; yet defp'fe your danger. Csefar’s friends 

Crowd his tame fenate ; — ardent all ! and try’d. 

In fervice of their matter, while the people. 

The frittering people ! pleas’d at once, and wretched ! 
Doat oh the tyrant’s heart, whofe hand they fear 1 
Think too* Vis Csefar we prefume to wound : •**' 

Caefar, who aw’d an army with his frown I 
Our death, in the attempt, is fix’d as fate : 

But what a death 1 — How to be wilh’d and envied 1 
Dying, that unborn Rome may' live in liberty ! 

Caf How will our deaths endear yon aweful Capitol ( 
That feat of our oppreffion, doom’d by Heaven 
The fcene of our revenge ! 

Dec. —But lhou’d the people— 

Cm. Why let the people prate : — fo people will— 
Blefs the light, murmurings of their hungry love! 
xjjpOor gpats ! they know, ’tis fummer, now with Caefar: > 

, Cloud but his funlhiue— — all their buzzing ceafes. 
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Brut. Kneel, generous fronds: Raife your right 
hands to Heaven). 

f They kneel, Brutus continues /landing. 

Swear by the all-dreaded Powers, to wait my call : 

Nor, till I found him, toucn the Ufe ofCaefar.? 

•y ill U e conjpirators. Vv e /wear. ■ - 

Brut. — But Ihou’d he-(lome kind God reftrain him !) 

Force my afflicted hand, to point the way 

Then, by that thin, pale, flight of Roman ghofts. 

Whole hov’ring fgrms fkim o’er th’ unburied bones. 
Which the wan moon lees whit’ning twelve loft Fields 1 

Their murd’rtr, if he reigns, in Rome • 

All. Shall die! 

Caf. Brutus, kneel with us.-Rome exempts no knee. 

[Brut. Kneels . 

Blaft, Heaven ! the man, who fpares a tyrant’s lift:! 

Be he fon, patron, brother, friend, or- -father ! 

Brut. Or Father f’—Ca.fiu' ! 

Caf Son, friend, father, brother : 

Tyrants can claim no kindred : tl^y renounce 
All focial ties : - and bate a bating wofid. - 
The expanding foul, that iwells a Roman bread, 

Stretch’d beyond rights of bio id, atones ’e^n, ally 
By virtue, glory, liberty, and law. , 

• Brut. Be it, t.ies, Sworn.— . • 

All -"By Earth, and Heaven, we fwear. 

Brut. Soul-lhaking oath! *tis paft, and, from this 

moment, > Rife and put up their fivords. 

No man has parent, child, or friend — but Rome. 

If there, among us, J brinks one recreant flave. 

Curie him, ye Gods ! for every guilt of Csfar ! 

And never let his race know comfott, more.f Loud thunder. 
Hark ! the confirming Powers approve my curfc — - 
Or, teftify diflike, in peals of thunder 1 
Caf. Let ’em call on : the brave, they jenow, areready. 
Brut. We meet, then, at the Capitol. 

• Caf Hafte, Decinius— •— 

With heedful caution, fummoh each great name, 

U 4 That 
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That gjlds our glorious lift previous, we meet, ^ 
(Immortal Brutus !) in thy aweful Grot , '* * 

There, (halt thou fan their fire ; confirm their hearts : 
Unite their purpofe, and inftru& their bands : 

That one concurring fpirit may direct, 

And no confufion rife, to blaft our vengeance. 

Brut. ’Tis dreadful !— but, ’tis neceffary. - — Mark ! 
When yon pale fun , that, with receding ray, 

Starts from our notic’d purpofe ! When that fun, 

Slow-meafuring Iheds an hour-——— $\is private key 
Admits you, thro’ the grove.— Be punctual all. 

- [ Gives Cafiius a key , then advances to a ftatue of Cato. 

Cato ! loft foul of freedom ! Witnefsiox me • 

Here, I diveft my heart of love, grief, pity, 

Df every tender call of pleading nature , 

Thaf moves too foft a pang. [1 'be thunder repeated. 

—Again ! ’ Tis ftrange 1 

Why hangs this infelt weight , upon my purpofe ! 

Can it be terrible to die for Rome ! 

What has he left to fear , who faves his country l 

,« | Enter Marcellus, ba/lily. 

Mar. Break oh' - or, be prevented i — Cxiar comes. 
Caf. Now, let him die. 

Brut. — Ayoidhim, thro’ that gallery. 

. , • {Exeunt Conforms. 

SCENE VI. Brutus, Cseiar. 

Qrf With whom doft thou Retire ? 

Brut. With banifh’d liberty. 

Ceefar. Vain, honeft purpofer ! Made weak by virtue ! 
Th»<u wrong* ft the friend of every wilh, thou form’ft! 
Cited by Antony, why cam’ft »hou not ? 

Or why, not coming, was reproach thought needful ? 
With infolent contempt of power above thee, 

Find’fl; thou delight, in living to offend ? 

There’s not a name,. in all thy private friendlhips, ■ 

^hat is not mark’d, in public, as my foe. 



ROWAN REVENGB. ^ 

Bntf. When foes to Caefar are the friends of Rome, 
May Heaven infpire his will, to love their counfel 1 „ 

Cafar. Speak out:- the juft enjoy the fknderer's malice, 
And weigh their virtue's force, by bad men’s ctnfure. 
Brut. All men confeis the force of Caef^r’s virtues : 

Refiftlefs virtues ! They endear the chains 

Of a fubmitting world, that fmiles, and foifers ! 

Cafar. Thou art, thyfelf, in chains, and fee’ft it not ; 
Thou art that pooreft of blind Oaves-— a tool! 

Whofe bluntnefs^orks for wills.that fcornthy promptness. 
So work’d they, once, on Pompey.-Weak, well-meaner. 
Driven, yet, too proud to follow /—Had he conquer'd, •* 4 
H-.s flexile yoke had gall’d both men and laws : 

*Then, what had Brutus been ? 

Brut. Lord of one dagger. 

Cafar. Fell mind! And, can there none be foypd for 

Caefar ? 

Brut Strike, firft,— and b' ift the diftant poffibility 1 
Cafar. No Brutus ! — There’s a power forbids that 
blow : 

Read this, blind wanderer 1 Knlw thyfelf, and me. 

( Gives \im bervilia’s letter. 
Brut. Caefar, I die: — punifh’d by Heavgn’s juft hand. 
At once, my life forfakes me, and my, love. ** 

J?ity> when I am gone, and think of — flrutus : • 

TheliR^.yw gave him \ farts] will deferve your care. 
Farewel ! — And, for the father , ipay the Gods, 

To the fon’s heait, transfer phe mother’s love I 

• [Reads Servilia’s letter. 

Servilia ! — Heavens ' Sprvilia, wrote {he this ? 

She did, and, if I wake, r ome fleeps for ever. 

Cafar. I had not thought, 1 11 my return fromParthia, 
To truft thee with this fecret of thy birth : 

But to protedt thee from the wiles of CafTius, 

Tclaim thee, and precipitate my purpofp. 

[Offers to embrace him , who fartS 1 back. 
Brut. Rome ! Virtue ! nature l> 

Caf. Nature ! Young man, call it 
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By its fincerer title! call k pride* 1 

Self-footbing. Hurl your bolts, ye Gods ! at fafttt&l 

Faction ! — that finds a power to blot out nature ! 

Brut. Spare an aftonilh’d wretch , who lives too long. 
Cafar Is there, who fears to be the fon of Caefar ? 
Wretch , fay’ft thou !—- to be born the world’s next heir , 
And reap the laurels of a hundred vi&ories ? 

Brut , Ch, Caefar! 

Cafar. Lab’ring with a will to fpeak, 

Some in-felt horror checks thy rifing q^cents. 

Brut. Caefar ! 

Cafar. Speak like my fon. 

Brut. Wou’d I were dead ! 

Cafar. Sounds death more foft than fon ? 

Brut. Such, if I am , 

Brutrs, unbow’d to Kings* may kneel to Casfar. [ Kneels . 

Cafar. On. 

Brut. [ Offering his fwerdJ] Kill me -or, for- 

bear to be a King. 

Cafar. Thy very-Wr a rebel : — not alone 
To power, but evA to blood: — unnatural traitor ! 

Rife, and repent * and, when thou think’ft, like man. 

Be own’d Rone’s fon, and mine : — till then, be Brutus. 

[T urning to go. 

Brut. [Holding bis robe.] Oh' ftay. — I never c?x*qmt 
claim to Csefar ; 

Hear, if a father, with a father’s ear *, 

Or, judge with a friend’s heart, and eafe my horror. 

Cafar. Leave me.-f-my heart is adamant : — away j 

My blood grows warm againft thee : dread thy danger. 

Be gone or, I (hall catch difdain, from thine. 

Till, conqu’ring^x'ry, to repel preemption. 

To punilhlnfolence, I pufii b*ck nature. 

Csefar, at leaft, was born , to govern Brutus. 

Brut. He wgj — he was — but not to govern Rome. 
Cafvr. Headftrong enthujiaft / Stubbornnefs, like thine. 
Embroils republics -,*and makes tyrants needful : 

Go : join thy favage friends : chafe fear from faction : 

* .V 
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She fmil’d away her anguifh. 

Cal, ——At her approach, 

•— — Leave me, Torbilius. 

Tor. Who then guards you hence ? 

Cal. I mark’d th’ impending ivy , o’er the arch— 
Grieve not, tho’ pride repell’d thy honed purpofe, 
Norfear th* endanger’d fate of ftubborn Brutus : 

My fiiendlhip, in alarming Portia’s dread. 

Will caution, and preferve him. Go : ihe’s here. 

[Exit Torbilius, bowing to Portia, whot^be meets entering , 

~~ S C E N E II. Calphurnia, Portia. 

Tor. This mournful grot ne’er touch’d my tadetill now: 
But prelent friends bring funjhine to the foul. 

And le^ts of horror change fco fcenes of bhfs. 

*Twas fortunate, thou caii’dft thy Portia, hither ! 

Brutus is lad to-day, and purpofes 
Retirement, here, beneath this fullen lhade : 

Our prefence will reliexe him. 

Cal. Stop fun, Portia ! 

Let me not find hi|U — fave my eyes that horror ! 

Tor. Good Heaven • — — What has he done ? 

Cal. Stay not, to alk : 

Even that loft moment may be fatal to him. «■ 

Go ; bid him guard his ear from cruel Calfii^ •- 
Time will permit no more; go, warn him— lave him — 
If thou delay’d a mpm«mt, fate o’ertakes him ; • 

And flaying but, till (J’alfius comes he dies. 

Tor. Be clear in pity to my beating heart ; 

Brutus has been traduc'd. — He loaths all falfehood. 

Cal. Shunning the falfehood loath’d, he may be fafe. 
Tor. He pomes —Now, hear him juftify Jus fame. 
From this foul charge ■> — and vindicate thy goodnels. 

Cal. No.--’ Tis thy weight mud fhake his confciousfoul. 
Save hi% endanger’d name, and blefs my notice. 

Tor. I cannot move i> forgive my trembling knees , 

My heart reftrains their power. 

* . Cal. 
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Cal. Alas I I pity thee : 

Reft, and recall thy fpirits, and receive him. 

[Aftde.] Now, to my fatal poft. 

SCENE III. Portia. [Alone.] 

[After an aftmijtid paufe. 

- Some dreadful meaning I 
And my too wakeful fears confirm it juft : 

Caflius, of late, with warm, afliduous art. 

Flatters my BrutiSt whom his envy jhurfd : 

Caflius is wily, proud, malicious, bitter ! , 

Burns, with ungovern’d hate : and brooks not Cxfar. 
Aflbciate vice may taint the fbundeft virtue : 

And honour bleeds, Ihou’d Casl'ar fall by Brutus ! 

Not that my patriot heart difclaims the Roman ! 

I, who was born to liberty's great guardian. 

By right of nature, Ihun tyrannic fway : 

Yet Brutus — twice offending twice forgiven. 

Twice, forfeited to Cmfar’s clemency, * 

His own loft rights to juftice : mthu’d he, then. 

Quench the kind light, he lives by, tfife rafh murderer 
Kills his own fame, and dies to every virtue. 

• 

SCENE IV. Portia, Brutus* 

Brut. Who call'd thee hither, Portia ? 

Por. Rome’s kind Gods. \ 

Brut. In hafte,they fuin!hon’d,and Jto haftethey leftthep. 
Was it, becauie they faw Calphurnu) with thee? 

And fhun fociety with Caefar’s friends ? 

Por. Ne’?r may the Gods forfake the friends of Caeiar, 
Since Brutus, more than all men, fuch, by gratitude. 
Merits protection from the Powers, who love it. 

Does Caflius mule in grots ? . 

Brut. Why afk’ft thou that ? 

Port Romans, who meditate the death of Caefar, 

And owe him not their lives, may mean no murder. 

Brut. 
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Bruh Torbilius is a traitor ^RcWfeisiAwg'W^ 
And all thofc guardian Gods, who lov’d ;ter liberty, • . . .. 
For lake her, and fuppore die ctiife of Cedar. 

Per. Rome bought? — and traitors? — If I watch thy look, 
Rage, and defyair, have dim’d' thy eyes with anguUh j 
If I regard thy language, death dwells, there s 
And, like a groan, at midnight, frights my fancy. 

Stay I would afk — 

Brut. Afk nothing : ’tis a time 

For allion .—keep thy words for idler momenta. [Is going. 
Per. [Holding him.] Hark! ’tis thy late, that calls thee. 
Brut. I have heard it. 

Why wou’dft thou thus reftrain me \—thoughtlefs Portiat 

Be wifer. All the lives of Rome’s beft friends 

Demand me! Theirs thefatc, that calls! — Away : — 
Honour, and oaths, and death, and glory — call me, 
Par. [Still bolding hint.] By Heaven ! you go not, till 
you firft relieve me. 

From this dark torment, which your words implant : 

I'll know, what friends ? what oaths ? 

brut. Loofen tforhold : 

Nay, if thou ftay'} me, my unwilling ftrength 
Muft break ungently from this ill-tim’d rafhnefs. 

*' [Forces bimfelf away. 

- Por. [With a dagger.] Turn, Rmtus ! turn — *=egard 
this Jilent pleader ! • 

If thou wou’dft wifh to fpare the breaft of Portia, 

Dread the determin’dmand of Cato’s daughter. 

. Brut. What wou|d thy madnefs hint ? what means 
that daggejt? 

Per. [Pointing a dagger to her breaft.'] Stir, not a ftep.— 
, Thy firft vain ftart to feize me, 

Plunges deliverance to my refcued hearty 
Which unconfiding Brutus loves to torture. 

Brut. What would thy foul- diftradting purpofe frame? 
• Per. The bloody fecret, thou conceal’d from Portia, 
Thou Ibar’ft, with every vulgar friend of Rome. <v. 

Brut. 
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■Bruit [Safpenckd a n d av t axid . ] - Why worfdft^thou 1 jbldi 
. - me licenfe future fcorn, . : 

To haunt my hated name ?— Make me not fdtbkfi* 
Left/**®* teach times to come, my heart's fond iscaknefs; 
That, to a woman's tongue, refign’d a Jetret, , 

Which funk the world's laft hope i— -and gave up Rome. 

For. Where Jleeps the fpirit of thy ftern forefather f 
Whole aweful firmnefs, fculptur’d into life. 

Frowning thro’Th?#?, difclaims degenerate Rome! 

Teach him, fume God! that Cato call'd me daughter. 
Brutus believes rift light, like vulgar woman ! 

Oh ! — 'twas for this, the for rowing lhade refought me 
Hinted futurity, through myftic night, 

And Ihew’d me, Brutus wou’d be mine no mere : 

Find, Tn that dreadful warning, how he judg'd : 

Feel, what he thought of his own Portia’s daring. 

Trufting the fortitude, he gave — he knew, 9 
That Cato’s daughter could not dread to bear 
The worft, that Cato’s fpirit dar’d to tell. 

Brut. Generous, I know tho,u art j— but thou art woman: 
Secrets of ftate, and blood, o’erloail^our minds. 

For. 'Tis the falfe reafoning of a f<5«, that wrongs us : 
Why Ihou’d a fecret’s weight d’erload tne heart 

Of Portia yet, difturb not that of Briftus • 

Ally^thou can’ft wijh me, thou /halt find, lam: » 

All, tA J’ A ca n’ft fujfer, thou lhalt feel, I dare. 

Poorly, perhaps, thou think’ft, the fear of words, [me! 
And pain, and /words, and threat’rmg deaths might lhake 

— Judge, by thrts*willingblo^— — 

[Strikes the dagger into her left am, which Brutus, ad - 
vancingfwiftly , fnatches from her. 

off otf by Heaven . 

Thy failure had transferr'd it to my heart. 

Learn , from this bleeding proof, that, — when Jfhrink 
From thoughts of death, 1 fear not lor my am. > 

Brut. What has thy pride's ill-groundtd ralhnefsdone 1 
Oh ! let me mend that error of thy band : - — r— 

Biqd up t h’ ungentle wound, and call aid to thee. 

'j Per. 
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Por. Never — tho’ death divide us !— Never— never 
Shal| Portia veil this mark, how Brutus lov'd her 
Till, to redeem her life, he trufts her virtue. 

Brut.PeriJb the pride of fuch a dear-bought fame. 

As cofts my widow’d heart the life of Portia ! 

— — Read that dire lift. [ Gives her the roll. 

Till my return conceal it : 

And weigh thofe mighty names, againft one Caffar. 

Pet. t Permitting Brutus to bind her arni with his hand- 
Muft Csefar die ? kerchief. 

Brut. ’Twas fworn. <•* 

^ por. Did Brutus fweai ? 

Brut. He did ; — a dreadful oath 1 — alk what, hereafter. 
Bound to the Gods, thofe angry fouls of Rome, 
Submitting to my hand, the public vengeance. 

Kill Csefar, inftant, — or permit his life. 

As Blutus warrants, or with-holds* the blow. 

Por. Then, Csefar cannot die He pardon'd Brutus. 

Brut. Oh l I cou’d tell thee wonders ! — But the help, 

I fly to lend thee and their forfeit lives, 

"Whole ralhnefs I p»Q ft. warn, permit no more. 

Portia, farewel : - If e’er we meet again, 

I w 11 lomp'an , of thy impatient ardor. 

And thov (half juftify the heart of Brutus. [Exit h ifltly . 

SCENE V. Portia; [AloneJ 

Por. Live, Csefar ’live and reign !--Tho’ Cato's blood 
Calls for revenge f- and a whole people’s rights 

Ufurp’d, abfolve one bold aflumer’s fall ; 

T he hand of Brutus hnuft not ft am Rome’s juftice } 

Nor, with detefted murder, pay back mercy. 

[Perufes the paper. 

Heaven’ what confederate power! what names, lead: likely. 
Start from this dreadful roll, and threaten Csefar ! 

Wou’d I were ftill a ftranger to this fecret ! 

Yet, ‘bat unknown, - who had diffuaded Brutus ? 

Is be diffuaded ? • - let me weigh that queftion* 
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Who know* bat, while I fp&k, th’ "appointed hour * « 
Impends U-lt does !— -Fare^eir he*1aid — and left file ! 

Farewcl ! then added— jf again we meet ! 

Ip f— Heaven ! wjhat meant that if ?—*tis plain he doubted. 
Whether we ever were to meet#* or no ! 


SCENE VI. To Portia, enter Calphurnia,' 'with 
Torbilius, Curio, andfoldicrs. 

Cal. Never , unhappy Portia !— Far divided 
Beinnocence like thine, irom guilt and murder • 

Teach thy rcluftant heart, to give up Brutus : • 

For never will thy eyes behold him more. 

[Portia fin'd in amazement, lets fall the roll, which 
Torbilius takes up, looks into , and offers to Calphurnia. 
Let not the hated fcroll pollute my touch 1 # 

Fly with it, hence— ‘bear it, with lpeed to Csefar : ** 

Tell him, Torbilius 1 how th“ Gods have lav’d him. 

Tor. Happy, to mifsthy name, lov’d Brutus, here ! 
Well vers’d mCaslar’s/z/y, — glad, I go. * [Exit. 

t 

SCENE VI. Portia, Calphurnia, foldiers . 

For. Oh I— 

— Gel. Wife of Brutus • 

Pori u /fill’d to Jlone, by horror. 

Kindly, (kionwak'Jl me, with that powerful name. 

And my recov’ring breath implores thy mercy. 

Cal. The wife ot CseTa-r fpeaks : abfolve her juftke: 
Had the too dreadful danger been 'palphurnia’s. 

Then, had my willing pity met thy prayer : 

Sav’d, whom thou lov’ft, and loft a third vain mercy. 

But thou haft heard it ! Brutus murders Csefar 1 
—Yes, Caflius !— bloody Calfius !— I have wrong’d theft : 
The foe but wiftid revenge the triend refoh’d it. 

Per. What does thy angry virtue mean to do ? 

Cal. -Blaft his vow*d guilt, and force him to he lafe. 
Round, from the neighb’ring grot, rufh Csefar’s friends, 
II. X Rapid 
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' Rapid for interception tlf they find him. 

Try thy wifh’d power : reclaim his will* fro m Caffius, 
'Whom if his fate has driven him, now, to join. 

By ail my fear for Csefar’s life be dies ! 

for. Detain him, all ye Powers, who pity woe ! 

[ Enter Curio with other foldiers. 

Cur. Vain was our fpeed : There is an iron door, 

Thar, opening to a vault, beneath thefe rocks. 

Leads towards th’ Emilian baths : ’fcap’d thro’ that 

Ere now, he rifes in the ihade of Rome. [paflage, 

[Portia faints. 

» Cal. [To a foldier .} See ! the unhappy fufferer faints !— 
fupport her : \To Curio, in a lower voice. 

Meantime, while flow- returning fenfe forfakes 
Her pitied ear, whofe fighs my foul deplores, 

Curip 1 The blank conpmjton, Casfar gave thee. 

Claims, from my hand, a name, to guide thy duty : 
[Receives the table-book , from Curio, writes in , and re- 

. turns it to him. 

Brutus becomes the void, with bloody grace ; 

Take it, and knofV thy hour. 

for. Blefs’d, jfe kind rocks : 

Blefs’d, be ypur guardian echos I that have fwell’d 
Death’s tnurmudngs to my ear : — If my ftrength fail not, 
r Home, on dje wings of love, and .fear. I’ll fly . 
Brutus fhall live ; and every God fhall guagJJ»«if 
* . [Starts up and goes out. 

Cal. Reftrain her. Curio! — The preventive love. 
This weeping virtue bears her fenkenc’d Lord, 

Wou’d warn him fr^m the fate, his guilt compels. 

[Curio brings her back. 

Come — guide th* afflifred trembler to my palace. 

For. Nq,— Kill me, here :*■ Earth has no place, fb fit 

For Portia’s death, as where her Brutus left her. 

Art thou a foldjer ? hear me : All the brave 

Have hearts to weep the woe, their hands have caus'd* 
But man is cruel. — ■-*— Hear, Calphurnia ! — Thou* 

Art woman : Thou art Casfar’s tender wife : 

JMiafure 
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Meafure anothfcr’s mis’nr, by thy own. 

Paufc but, to think thyJfeJf th* wife of Brutus j 
'Twill plead my caufe, and foce thee to forgive. 

Cal. Coo'd Portia fo forgive. the fought, fwom, death 
Of hin^ beyond whofe life fhe fliuos to live ? 

Knock at thy own heart's door, and find mine juftified : 
Yet, bleeds my focial foul, and feels thy late ; 

Poor, fuffering excellence! hnd wretch, unguilty! 

Par. Oh ! I can-never be a wretch, by thee ! 

I am thy friend: 4jvell on that thought, Calphurnia : 
Even, when the cradle claim’d me, 1 was thine : 
Sorrows, and pains, m»Jl come: —they come to all, • • 

But, fure ! they fhou’d not cfeme from thefe, we love. 

Cal. They cannot come from love:--they may from juftice* 
Por. Let foes and Jlrangers be feVereiy juft : 

Friendlhip declines to punilh,* tho’ ’tis wrong’d. 

Cal. Think of the prefent hour. 

Por. Think of the paft. 

When pratling childhood, yet, had learnt no power. 

To lifp its little meanings into fehfe ; 

Stammering our untaught inftinft, fiefc by fide, 

We wander’d, fearful of each other’s fall. 

And tripp’d, and foil’d, and totter’d, into love. % 

Scarce felt our rip'ning years a fenfe of woe : 

~*Tw& foreign i, all — *- for all, within, was .peace. 

While the 1 divided city, round us glow’d 
With cruel difeord, and domeftic rage *, 

Even, while our dearest friends took different fides. 

And civil fury fhook the partial foul ; 

We, frill fuperior to a nation's hate !, 

Smil’d on— confided, mix’d embracing minds ; 
Andallow'-conteft was— which, moft* Ihou’d love. 

Cal. Why wou’dft thou, thus, read paft hours of joy i 
Thpfe were me fun-fone days of mirth and peace. 

Now, *tis all wint'ry darknefs,wwar, ai^ci blood • 

Por. Brutus is dear to Pprtja. / 

Cal. Not Itfs dear 

Is godlike Cadar, toCalpfcoraJa’s foul. 

J* K 2 Por 
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Per. If Brutus lives. 

Cal. Caefar, he fwore, muft die. 

Por. Cruel impatience ! not to bear diftrefs ! 

Cal. Patient I heard, till he confefe’d it [worn: 

Heard, till he told thee, each dire murderer dar’d 

Vow Ge(ar dead, — when Brutus wills it done. 

Por. Brutus will not. 

Cal. Away — ’twas j worn , ’twas sworn. 

Hear that, all-judging Heaven ! and* think, by whom ! 
Ingratitude’s a guilt, that ftartles natu c, 

^And, with a fury’s foulnefs, ftains mankind ! 

Conftrain her. Curio! -- force her gently, on. 

Por. Stay, ftay — I will be heard. — Cruel Calphurnia V 
Cal. Alas ! what wou’dft thou fay ? 

Por. Wou’d I cou’d tell ! 

WoilFd 1 were (kill’d in wfte, to touch thy pity ! 

Perhaps, I (hou’d be humbler ? — teach me, tell me. 

Oh 1 I’m not ftubborn. If the §>ueen of Caefar, 

Waits for the bended knee •, and, looking down 
To fupphant homage, taftes the flatterer's prayer : 

See • Poitia, proftrate on the duft, implores thee. 

[Kneels. 

See her foul agoniz’d, — and eafe her terrors. 

, Grant him but life 1 fpare his miftaking virtue : 

Banilh him— lar from Rome, and Power, and Ctefar. 
To unbous'd Scythia’s bleakeft wilds, expofc? him : 

Leave him one — one' — but one 1 fad, humble [belter / 

His Portia’s aching bofom 1 — never — ah ?— never,. 

Will [he foifake him 1 — Off, ye glittering trifles ! 

* f T ears off her jewels. 

Ye toys / that help to blind unblefs’d diftinSton ! 

Come — in their place — defpair ! affliftion ! penitence 1 
Be thefe my claims ! — for thefe! my Brutus (hares in. 
Shuddering, and bare, I’ll trace th’ unfheltry defarr. 
Tread the bleak wijdernefs of want, unfighing, 
Uhwifhipg comfort^ i^and content with pain. 

Sieeplcfs, myfelf, Til watch bis weary (lumbers, 

Feed his pnkflre, hang o’er his heedlefs bofom : 


Break 
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Break the rude /now-drifts, which the ftorm blows rourtd 
And love him into tajle of fafe diftrefs. [him, 

Cal. [To tbtfoldiers ,J Why will ye wound companion, 
by delay ? 

The forrows of xfuffeting friend , are torture. 

None, but a Devil, at once can caufe, and bear. 

Relieve me, and, with tendered force, obey. 

Por. [To the foldiers.] Reverence, ye flaves of power ! 
the race of Cato : 

His unfubmitting foul furvives, in mine : 

And fwells agairaSt compulfion. [Soldiers Jtep back. 

Dare not think, 

I dread to die. But know, that Portia’s death 

Shall be the choice of Portia. 

[At a fignal from Calphurnia, they feize her hands. 
Hope as foon. 

To chain impajfive fpirit ! — High difdain. 

Refilling infu.it, at a thoufand doors, 

Can let out life, and laugh at vain refiraint ! 

I will, with ftubborn pain, imprifon breach, 

And burft, indignant, from a world, that holds me. 

I will, on ftony pavements, hard anU cold. 

As deaf Calphurnia ! dalh my dizzy brain : 

I’ll fwallow jfre rend, with impatient teeth, , 

This differing flelh, and plunge from hated light. 

■* .Unhand me, torturers ! murderers' Help b HtLP 1 
I will extttftl my voice, it Brutus hears nor, 

Till the forgetful Gods are rous’cr to juftue ! 

Caf. [From the gaxd^fif] Where are you ? fay ! whence 
flow’d that luffering found ? 

Por. Blefl be th’ attentive Powers ' — ’tis Calfius calls. 

Caf. [Without. 1 Hade, Cimber! join Marcel Jus; guard 
the poftern : 

Crofs thofe arm'd ent'rers , ere they reach the giove : 

Fabius ! — Fulgentius 1 

Cal. Save me, righteous Jove 1 J \ f fortune 

Cur. Scorn this new terror. Tjfink, whofe conquering^ 
Summons a fword, untaught to wmg his i caufe. r 1 

[Exeunt Curio, and foldiers , drawing their fworfo 
X 7 . Cat. 
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Cal. Heaven guard my Caefar 1 
Per. Save my Brutus, Gods 1 

[Clajbing of fpords beard, without , 

SCENE VIII. Calphurnia, Portia, Caflius. 

Caf. [ Entering .] Qu^rd well thole prifoners, while I— ? 
Calphurnia, here ! [Starts. 

Nay then, ibme villain has betray’d Our caufe. 

Par. Torbilius bears your lifted names to Caefar, 

And Brutus, if you fave him not, muft die. 

Caf. Freedom has friends, in heaven, too ftrong for 
No note of danger, ever more (hall reach [Caefar } 

The tyrant’s watchful ear : Rome’s vow’d avengers , 

Now, at his entrance to the infulted Senate , 

Led on, by Liberty’s returning Gods, 

Shall, there, appeafe them, with his offer’d blood. 

[Exit baftily. 

S C E N E IX. 


Cal. [Aftdel] Hold firm, my frighted heart ! ’tisbut a 
Suffering with dignity, difgrace not glory : [moment f 
Ev’n, in this dreadful turn, prelerve thy greatnefs : 

Nor let thy trembling fears, alarm’d for Caefar, 

Lofe thr diftmflton, due to Caefar’s wife. 

[Advances to Portia. 
Portia ! a charijge, like this, might prompt weak minds,' 
^0 juftify defpair, and give up virtue. " 

But I, who truft the Gods, with good men’s fafety. 
Know,, thit, in Caefar’s triumphs, 0 Heaven but guards 
Th* affaulted greatnefs, which, itfelf, infpir’d : 
fifing againft dtftrefs , Calphurnia fmiles 
At traitors' threats, and brightens from eclipfe. 

Fearlefs, to perfevere her Lord has taught her} 

And, from mtant evil, force unwilling good. 

All, thou muff hope, when Caefdr’s doudlefs ftar 
Meets, and fhinefe through, and bunts above this tempeft } 
Is — that yr/ fcntencp jpay remain fofpended, 
the foi&ator’s nester-'wearied mercy 
rs penitence, on the touch’d heart of Brutufc 


D.. 



ROMAN REVENGE. 3 u 

Par. Slow blefiings come too late, end bring new curfes: 
This, but a moment paft, had fair'd us, both : 

Now, Portia rules not, here :*»*'& angry Cafiius : 

The proud conspirators pofiefs my gates, 

And Brutus, abient, leaves me to their power. 

He flew, to warn thofe raih, difcover'd, Romans : 

But hafty rage makes fruftrate every care. 

— Yet, claim whate’er my weaknefs can: — *tis due 
To kind forgivenefs of a friend’s flrft fault : 

To our paft wifhesj and ourprefent fears : 

For, ah! who knows, what dire events impend. 

To blaft eluded hope, and make both wretched ? 

— Come, to my chamber, let us fadly move, 

Penfive, from tear, and terrified for love : 

There, let us mourn ambition's reliefs rage. 

And mutual mis’ry mutual help engage. 

Cal. Warm, from my willing heart, I join that prayer. 
Ne’er may ambition wafte a good man’s care ! 

Vain are his hopes reluctant fees to ble,(s : 

And ftill, the more his toils, his praile thejefs. 


ACT V. 6 C E H E L 

• * 

m/f court before the Capitol. Cafiius, Cimber, Cinna, Cafcfc, 
dm. QURE! never day ran back, like this, before! 

So fweet a dawn, to chang’d, at once to tempeft. 
Caf. Chang’d, like the fate of Rome ! above, *tis fun-fhme-, 
Beneath, *tis, all, due etarknefs !— Senate’s power 
Shall brighten, and plebeian clouds ride low. 

What hafty footftep that ? 

Cim. ’TisPecimus! 

Epter Decimus, 

Caf. Alone ! why comes not Brutus ? 
j Dec., Near thy boufe t i 

I met him ha^Pning to fufpend our /meeting : 

And urgfd the general caufc, that* claim’d his prefence. 

X 4 Qtf. 
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Caf. He fhou’d not, yet, have heard of Portia'^ danger, 
Nor Ctefar’s warrant, found. — 

Dec. I told no more 

Than that Torbilius, trailed with our names , 

Lodg’d ’em, in Cseiar’s hand. — So, what, before, 

"Was common glory, common fafety, now. 

Demanded inftant : — therefore, here we met. 

No more to part, till Rome, or Caefar fall. 

Caf Heard he that, firmly ? 

Dec. He’s at hand, to join us. 

Caf. Then fate is ours : and this prdud climber’s height 
Sinks to the level, where his name (hall rot : 

Mark, with what eafe a tyrant’s empire falls ! 

But ) ellerday, this man’s exalted praife 
Trod on the fiars : and Caefar was a God! 

To-day, the inful ting /so/ of Rome lhall fpurn him, 

And 'mix his powerlds afhes with the dull:. 

Cim. Hark! was not that a feream? 

Caf Some prophet raven , 

That, confcious, on the dome's high mould’ring roof. 
Feels, and foretell that Caefar’s ghoft is rijing. 

r A noije heard, without , like the fad of a building, 
dm. Some horrid nun, that ! 

Caf 'Look out, good Decimus. [line 

«. I ec. | Looking out .] Amazement * v the long, venerable. 
Of ftatues, - - * all Rome’s old, and aweful Qhiefs, 

Lie fallen ! and lhapelefs fragments load the floor ! 

[Long, and loud thunder. 
Cim. Shou'd not a change, Iikd this, that mixes palaces 
With the up heaving center , at the moment, 

When our bold purpofe moves , alarm our caution ? 

Caf Blow, till ye burft, ye big- mouth’d menacers ! 
*Tis but a breeze, to hearts, inflam!d for glory. 

Cim. Breeze !— in fuch breezes, furies imp their wings. 
Death 1 the Horn howls, as if the winds felt envy ; 

And wou’d out-moulb the thunder ! — -Call ye this 

A breezt ? my feet want fteadinefs!— the pavement. 

Heav’d, in di^ointed furge, rolls loofe beneath me. 

Caf* 
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Caf. By Heaven, *tis glorious ruin ! — round our heads 
Fall Rome’s imperial turrets : — earthquake, and temped: 
Flow the mix'd elements : noifes, far heard. 

Live, in the winds, and voice the frantic air. 

Day darkens : and the eye of Heaven feems quench'd. 
Nature's wide-loos'ning fabric Jhakes , about us ! 

While we, with nerves of fteel, prefs on to vengeance. 

Oh ! my brave friends ! what future fame is ours ! 

What Cato cou’d not what nor Ada's aid. 

Nor Pompey's failing fleets nor tawny Afric, 

With all her fun-efefying fwarms of war ! 

We few, — we, Roman few have done this day !* 

Cim. One way, or other, we fhall ferve the Senate : 

Living, we let it free. And, if we die. 

We teach it to vote Jufe ; — and rail, in private. 

Dec. See! what a penfive vjfage Brutus brings !. 

Caf. Save us' he looks, as if the tumbling ftatues 
Had crulh’d him into cowardice! 

SCENE II. Caflius, Cimber, Dccimus, Cinna, 
Cafca, Brutus. 

Brut. Rome’s /ij#. 

Cim. Then Caelar, timely warn'd, has lhwn’d hij danger. 
Brut. No. The laft thing, Cselar will lhun,*is danger. 

. * Romans ! attend •, and weep your country's fate : " 

I fwore the death of Caslar : curfe me not. 

Ye parent Gods / I thought it due. to Rome ; 

To Jaw — to liberty— toman's loft rights ; 

To power's reftraint, and a deliver’d world. 

The hour — the dreadful hour, high Heaven ! /nam'd ! 
Ev’n now, its, laft dire moment calls on Brutus : 

And now, ev’n now, Brutus is Caefar’s-- son ' 

[ Conjpirators qll ftart, hnd look down, in a 
fpeechlefs aftomfimenu 

Brut. \ After a long paufe.] Seivili^ was in fecret wed- 
lock join’d _ ' 

And* gave berfelf, and me— — to«Caefar’s love. 

[ Confpirators fill filent , fix'd, and amaz'd. 

Brut. 
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Brut. [Jfter another jhort paufeJ] Is there a Roman, fo 
benumb'd of foul. 

So firm, fo paflionlefs, fofteel’da ftoickl 
So nerv’d, beyond all vulgar flrength of man / 

That he dares urge what Brutus fwore to do? 

Cafiius ! - .thou trembleft. 

Caf. Thou fhalt tremble, too. 

At the laft counfel, I will live, to give thee. 

Brut. Think, ere thou fpeak’ft— for nature is at flake j 
And, lift’ning, dreads th’ advice, thou dar’ft obtrude. 

Caf. Mark then were Brutus o&Plebeian mould, 

Caiflus wou’d fay, ferve on : the tyrant fon 
Shou’d aid th’ ambition of>the tyrant father : 

Rome had but mark’d two Caefars for one fate. 

But thou wert born her friend— thy name is Brutus, 

And every Brutus breath’d, to blefs mankind. 

Thy hhangelefs heart, inflexible for virtue. 

Patriots a tyrant blood, tho’ drawn from Csefar. [thee. 
Brut. Be dumb— be warn’d— ’twere impious more to hear 
Caf. Nay mark— thou know’ft what Catiline propos’d. 
When, with a rebel hand, he fhook his country. 

Brut. I know it, Caffius ! 

Caf. On that lawlefs day, 

When,'’ defp’rate, he prefum’d an aft, like Csefar’s, 

• Suppofe — all — wily, with a tyrant’s craft. 

This Catiline* had claim’d thee, for his fon ? 

Brut. Roman, thou wrong’ft me. — - — - 
Caf. Call me, then no Roman. 

Brut. ’Twas a difgraceful qu;ftion: — it imply’d,— 

A Brutus might be brib'd, to wrong his country. 

Caf. Caefar yet lives. 

Brut. Caefar — and Catiline ! 

Gods ! — what difparities thou yok’ft together! 

That’CaefaPs policy not feigns me his, 

I^earn — I have/proof, too plain. Servilia fpoke— — 

Spoke, from the fh'ades of death, and own’d me CadEar’a 
' Caf. Did her gboft tell this dream ? 
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Brut. Theorem is thing. 

Light Caffius! ——She confess’d it, in her letter. 

Caf. Csefiwhas art*, beyond thy honeft reaching - 

But, let it pals Csefar is Cadir, foils — ■ - 

JJe Brutus cheated, by his tale, or no 

He no Ids guilty. Thou no ids a Roman. 

J Brut. If he’s nay father «■ 

Caf. Rome was ftill his mother : 

Where lives a bolder parricide , than Cadar ? 

Brut. Away — my lhrmkingjfo«/ abhor* thy purpofe! 

If 1 am Cadar’ s fin, Csefar, to me. 

Is faultlels : — Nature made me not his judge, 

And, till Rome’s Gods redeem her, Brutus dares not. 

Caf. If duty binds thy foul was fin to Cato: 

He form’d thy truth, thy firron^ls, and thy virtue : 

He taught thee to revere the Gods, thou fwor’ft by ; 

And feel the facred force, that«firms an oath. • 
Brut. Perijh an oath — — — againji the birth, I breathe by! 
Caf. Thou but contribut’ft faith, to help deceit ! 

Thou art not — canft not be — toe fon of Cadar : 

I know, thou art not. , 

Brut. Caflius ! — If I am ! 

. — What clalh of contradictions rends my foul ! 

Horror, and piety, divide my virtue, • . * 

Save Caefar, all ye Gods ! — but five Rorfie from him. 4 
* Caf. Cadar muft^bt be fafe, — or, Rom# nftift fall. 

Brut. Oh, Caflius ! partial hatred weighs unjuftly : 
Mercy io tempers his pretence to power. 

That tyranny grows ^iv-and looks , like freedom. 

Caf. There is an aweful equity, that tpw’res 
Above men’s private paffions : —tyrants die. — 

And fins of tyrants want their fathers’ virtues : 

Then Meeds a groaning date ! and right, and rapine , 
Defiend from heir to heir, for ten red ages. 

Ere cotnes anotber Cadar. HertCe^^Sjs mercy , 

When one naan dies, to fave the blood oi. nations. 

Britt. Dies! Caffius 1-^bya^soN ; Oh ! righteous 

Heaven'! 


Avert 
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Avert the impending horror ! Foe to nature , 

Hint it no more — or, Brutus turns the fword. 

Thou point'd at Czelar’s life— againft thy own. 

Caf. I’ve heard, I am too bafty !— judge me, Romans : 
You, who have feen the proof, that Heaven has lent me * 
Judge, to what daring lengthy this rafh, blind, man 
Provokes his friend’s impatience : — let that punifh thee. 

[Gives him Cae far’s table book. 
Read there , what envied rights thy birth derives 
From C#far’s blood — who, thus, cou’d fentence thine. 

Brut. [ Reading .] “ Wrong’d Caefar claims redrels 
r- from Curio’s fword, 

“ Be this his warrant for difpatching— — Brutus.” 

If this was Czefar’s, he believ’d me not 

His fon and I have treated truth, unkindly. 

Caf. Yes — thou haft thank’d us well ! — thefe friends ! 
° this Caflius, " 

Who in the grove, from Czefar’s murderers, fav'd 
Doom’d Portia, thy belov’d ! on death’s dire verge ; 
And feizing Curio, found that warrant with him. 

Brut. [Reviewing the warraut.] By Heav’n ! ’tis Czefar’s 
Caf. ’Tis Czefar’s heart : [band. 

He judg’d the virtue, like his own difguife: 

So try 7 d corruption’s power — and held out hope 
Of proud fucceffion : thou, if Caefar’s fon, 

Wert heir to Czefar’s empire. Failing, there, * ’ 

He found one furer way : Marius,' - hiis uncle. 

Had taught him, that dead foes refift no longer. 

Brut. Oh 1 it is all, too plain !<>-<Come Caflius! Cimber! 
Decimus! Cafca! Cinna! — guardian friends ! 

Dwell in my bofom ; lhare the joy, you give : 

Help me to thank the Gods, I’m once more Brutus ? 

Oh, I cou’d play the wanton let loofe pleafurej 

Laugh with thp .light: grow thoughtlefs, and forget 

Rome’s danger^ for a day to cherifh rapture! 

Now, where’s, the tempeft ? — where’s the thunder , now ? 
Louti let it rend, unfear’d, the arch of heaven : 

*Tis ominous, no fonger let it roar 
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Delightful m , Brutus is no Ton of Caefar ! 

That! let it /well that found ?— let it to earth. 

Air — heaven, and loweft hell’s loft hope— 

That Roman Brutus is not s6n to Caefar. 

Caf. 1 hank the kind Gods, who fav’d thee from fuCh 
horror. 

Brut. Indulgent Heaven ! were I like happier Romans, 
Nature had now fet free my patriot hand, 

And Brutus were again, but Jriend to Caefar. 

Caf. Time calls* the Senate waits us. 

Brut. Stay, ftay Caflius * 

I feel, I know not what, of namelefs doubting. 

Still, hov’ring dark, and flack’ning half my heart ; 

Oh! I am, yet, his fon.- A jn end’s a father: 

And that kind title has been, ever, Caefar’s. 

£ Trumpet heard at a dfjlatue. 
Help Heaven! that trumpet calls him to his fate! 

Fly, Decimus * prevent him: court him httber ; 

For the laft time, I’ll prefs my power, to fave him. 

Caf. Think — how expos’d thou leav’it the. friends of 
Rome ! 

Brut. If I betray you, may the Gods, I fwore by. 
Revenge four caufe • and Rome renounce* my name 1 
Caf On thy known truth, deferted depend : 

Fix’d in belief, as thofe Gods, invok'd, * 

Stood pledges ‘fdV thy purpofe. — On to the Senate. 

f Exeunt all,texcept "Brutus. 
Brut. [Mone."\ Immortal talkers of this fatal moment* 
Free my entangled thoughts from gathering darknefs. 
And let Rome’s lafety flow from Cae'ar’s will T 
— He comes — Oh, lhade of Cato! guard my virtue. 

* * 

SCENE III. Brutus, Oel^ and Utters. 

* i 

Cafar. [To the Litters.] Retire, and .wait within : — I 
wou’d be private. ; [Exeunt Utters. 

They tell me, thou hafofitrcts to impart : 


What 
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What are they ? 

Brut . ——May the foul of Rathe inlpire me • 

Qefar. Wilt thou be Ton to Caefar ? 

Brut. Carfar’s fon, 

With/nrif— if Cxfer will be Sou of Rome. — 

Csfar. Again f-prefumptous weaknefs! know thy duty: 
Whither wou’d popular pretenfion drive thee ? 

Brut. To live for liberty. — Or die for glory : 

Crefar. Thou mean’ft a fubftance, but thou fcrv’fta name. 
Brut. Rome’s Senate held her freedom more r fo n, name \ 
x C<efar. Her Senate, rich andproud, opprefs'd her people: 
Her people, poot and headftrong, fpum’d their yoke i 
Hence rofe the new neceffity, thou fee’ft not. 

Of fome unformal, felf-fupporting /word. 

To cut fedition boldly, to its root, 

And‘re6tifiy the crooked growth of empire. 

This done— regenerate Rome grown fit for liberty, 

Make it thy future gift : — and, therefore reign. 

Now, *tis fedition’s cloak — her trumpet’s call. 

That ftate-difturhf rs arm by. 

Brut. Teach the Senate 

Thefe found defeftsj and fhape their wilh’d redrefs : 
Theirs is, the right to think, for come ell' d Rome. 

v Caefar a King,— were all his virtues fiars, 

Rome’s rightfe invading, makes his virtues— crimes. * 

Caefar a citizen, prote&ing law, s * 

Mix’d with the people, reigns the people’s God. 

Qefar. What law ? what people?- — Government grew 
And violation throve by law’s protection : {graft. 

Power’s fott’ring ballance lhall be fix’d more juftly. 

Brut. 'Nhex/tngle hand has right to fix Rom’s fcale? 
Cofar. All men Jtave nature's right, to blefs their country. 
Brut. Bleffinasare in/ults, if by force, impos’d. 

Cm far. Ther^ ffedven that blefs’d an unconcurring world, 
lnfulted nature’s freedom. 

Brut. Give up the Jlubborn ; 

Truft Rome to Rotfic j and freedom to the Gods. 

Ca far. 
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Errors chat fpr'mgfrm pity, call for pity. 

£ra/. Pity thy country's tbejpoans of wiUim ! 
Cafar. I did, — and, therefore, I afium’d dommn. 
Brut. Dominion adds no fame to worth like Ca&r’s : 
Nature proclaim’d thee noble ft. — Deeds, like thine, 

Raifc their performer’s rank, till King founds poorly; 
Time's purple plunderers, all, lhall deal thy name* 

And bid their proudeft title be but Caeiar. 

Cafar. Surface , without a depth l — Falfe patriots, thus. 
Bulled in form, let (lip the foul of purpofe ! 

While with delufive toil, thou plow’d for freedom, 
Cheated by factious feed, thou fenoft but ftavery. 

Againft one fancied tyrant, blindly warm’d. 

Thou, for a hundred, help’d to curfe thy country. 

Brut. “They curfe their country, who difturb her peace ; 
And march their irqn legions,. o’er her bofom. 0 
Cafar. 1 fhew’d thee, obftinate, peffifting rebel ! 

Peace had no root in Rome : — Her rights were form: 

Her Senate a loud hive cf infad Kings ; 

Thatrobb'd, and ltung : and call’d opprefboh— privilege. 

Their lawful Sovereign Lord, the People Jlavet: 

Slaves in the mockery of imagin’d freedom ! 

See thy mifguiders rightly. Trud a fether : 4 

Affedtion cannot injure. — Thou art pale ! 

Look on me, Brutus I*— What new dream diftusbs thee? * 
Brut. —Wakijtfiz, fome Roman God ! 

Cafar. -—Wake thee, to feel 
Nature’s lod power. , % 

Brut. — I feel it all , for Casfar. 

C<ef What wou’dd thou teach my ^oubts to apprehend? 
Brut. Vengeance and death, from Romans. 

Cafar. Vengeance is mine: 

I won it in the field — to throw it back, 1 ^- 
And fcorn’d the unmanly trophy is my friend : 

Come, when it will — ’tis but difeharge from care : 

'Tis but to 'fcape falfe fears, and real ibrrows, 

*Tis but to red from wi^®s, and rife to glory. 



3 id feOtaAN REVET?©®. 

Brut. There’s not an unbought Roman in the Senate, 
But meditates thy murder.' 

Cafar. Murderers, Brutus, 

Kill their Own character : He, whom they ftrike. 

Dies to his memory’s profit.— ‘•All, they can dare^ 

'When they attempt tike men, — like man, I’ll meet. 

Brut. But Ihou’d they mean fome dark, dilhoneft blow ? 
Cafar. Then Heaven, that hates the bafe, will ftrike the 
linkers. 

Brut. It thou canft fear, fear all. t 
Cafar. To fay, I cannot , 

’Were light: — 1 will not, Brutus. — Feeble fear 

Is a low, fruitlefs palfion It unnerves 
Refiftance j and oblcures prevention’s eye: 

Meets a Ihort blow, half-way j — and aids its weaknefs. 
Lifetis not worth a fear. 

Brut. Fear for mankind } 

Fear, for the fate of Rome, that lofes Caefar. 

Cafar. No more. — I know Rome’s wants, — and reign, 
to ferve her. 

Menace to me, means nothing : fpare thy terrors: 

Not ev’n threats of Heaven alarm the juft : 

Shoj^Uhe contending elements break loofe. 

And into formlcfs atoms, rend the world., 

* The friend Of truth muftfall — but t^ls unfhaken. 

Brut. Oh, Caefar • — my full heart • vfarewel for ever. 

[Turning away dtf ordered. 
Cafar. Brutus in tears 1 — lb {nourn we griefs, we make! 
Immortal Gods ! — what madnefs blinds conceit ! 

He, who, unmov’d, refills the voice of nature. 

Melts, in imagin’d woes, and weeps for Rome. 

Brut. No : — l but die for Rome.— I weepSox Caefar. 

* ' [Exit in confufm. 

Jw- . 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. Csefar, Trinovantius. 

Cafar.' What, my bold Briton!-* Welcome, Trinovantius, 
I love thy country’s virtues. 

•Trin. Caefar, hail! 

When thy friends fear — and e’en a Brutus ioeeps^ 

May the Gods guard thee, as thy foldier wou’d ! 

Cafar. Long has thy brave and faithful cohort ferv’d me } 
What are their wants ? — teach Caefar how to pleafe thee. 

Trin. No Briton waftes a prayer upon bimfelf 
When his friend's life’s in danger. * 

Cafar. What then wou’dft thou? 

Trin. The Senate met, and full of Teeming faith. 

Wait thy wifh’d prefence 5— Rome’s rais’d throne invites 
thee : . # 

Thy plain, well-meaning friends, the populace, 

Bear offer’d inccnfe , thro' the ftreets of Rome, 

And pay their willing worfnip to thy ftatues. 

All the pleas’d city fmiles. — Yet, cou’d I move thee ; 

Cou’d thy old foldier’s firft-felt fear pdfuade > 

Caefar fhou’d fhun the fad-prefaging hour, 

And bid this diadem attend his Injure. , 

Ctefar. I thought the tons of Thames.had felt ho fears, 
'trin. No fears thpy feel from earth’s umting anger : m 
But, when frowns. *tis impious not to tremble. 

All nature, thro’ her works, feems, now convuls'd ;* 

— — 1 met the pallid Vetials wildly ici earning : 

Fled, from tli’ exttnguip'd fire, robvle's, and bare : 

And blind amidlt the dull o l crumbling towers \ 

Shook from their dark’ned fummits fv Doors of fepuhbres 
Untouch’d, fly open : and from filent urns y 
Where flept in monumental reft, the bones 
Of Rome’s firft founders, flow-afcemyrig flsades 

Catch form ; and hov’ring, in the quukin'd air, 

View fome fad fate , they want the powel to tell: 

And fhrink, and flare and fly the fick'nme fun. 

Vol. II. Y Such 
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Such boding _/%».! fore- note impending fate : 

And Heat en, from whom Kings hold, poftpones thyclainv 
C<efar. Fie Trinovantrus i--’T is too bold for man ! 
‘Tis infotence , to lift th’ eternal C ods : 

Make nature I'ufiy, «uul unhinge a world : 

To lengthen, ot cut fhort, a mortal's moment. 

Th’ . 11 ruling Powers have fix'd our deflin’d fpace } 

And we, too weak to jhun, mud wait their will, [chief. 
•7 ) in. ’ Tis. whnper'd, — fouie great names unite formif- 
Csfi'r Ambition, boin for cant eft, owes contempt 
To tineat’neis. 

<7; in Yes. But, cautious note of treafon. 

Timely, and oft, a veils the traitor’s purpoie. 

Ccfjat. I'o live in daily dread. , is daily dying : 

’Tis r Jocrfie than death : ’tis ficknels never cur'd ! 

Inn. Suffer my Britons to fin round the temple. 

And truft malicious Senates to their eye. 

Cijor. Who awes his enemy, fubmits to fear him. 

— Stay, my good friend, thou corn’ll no farther on. 

7rm. 1 leave thee, Cxfar! with a ftiang t Regret! 

For my fore-boding heart is fill’d with terror. 

Crji-r. Be comforted. Thou over-rat’ft my danger. 
Three hundi cdyicw PairuLm iwcll the Senate : 

All, mini*, lor th^ir own lalctv : half the old , — 
flames, ’ike the Julian, fai.Al ere Rome voas Rome ! 
Conveits to flow- found ti udi, unbrae'^jr, family, 
Thefe, nobly owning, teach the reft to oven, 

When trior is dfifiaie, rtuait.on’s virtue. 

What dpprchtnd’lt t iou, then, from that final] remnant, 
Vvhofe vuaknels is too i.ific, to date thtir wifh? 

Inn. O Pallas Pallas s~ -Lmide ot martial Cxfar! 
How grew the mailer lolelier ot the world 
Unmindful, w luffutcefs, in deeds of blood, 

Ciowns unlkfieitiH) ...fluids' — If we but think 
Th’ t.itempt imp ifiibh - , we make it fafe. 

• Had (but that Heavan forbids) this unfear’d few. 

Weak ;.s they fevm, flar’d in full Senate ftrikt, 

Firm, and combin’d, at Croat's facred life 


Hi* 
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His friends, th' aftonifh’d many powerlefs, unnerv'd. 

In gaze of helplefs horror, had fat paflive ; 

.Each doubting each — a foe ; till fate had reach’d thee. 
And, while prevention paus’d, preemption triumph’d. 

Cafar. Briton ! thy heart is manly : and thy mind 
Adorn’d with every gift of faith, and wifdom ! 

Adt, as thy doubts inlpirc thee. — Since thou fear’ft, 

*Tis fl range, that I, too, cannot! Yet, beware, 

Thou call’ft no aid of arms civil to civil, 

And but So martial military. — Hear’ft thou 

• [Loud cry of a Crefar — a Caefar ! 
Yon fhouting fwarm, that fliakes Rome’s echoing domes ! 1 
Lead thofe loud voters , from the o’ercrowdect ttreets, 

To where their cry may reach the Senate's tar : 

'Twill caution guilt, perhaps ! and aid refolves. 

Trin. Thanks to the Gods, thy friends! who led thee 
once, • • 

To charm our fraudlefs ijle — -by them infpir’d. 

One grateful Briton faves the Roman foul ! 

[Caefar and Tnnovuntius turn to go off % on oppofitefides. 

A 

SCENE V. Torbilius entering hajlily. Trino- 
vantius meeting him. 

Blefs thy quick ftep! corn’ll thou to ’hold back Caefar ? 
Tor. Brave Mender, 1 do. * * 

Tnn. EMplror ! Dictator! 

Cue far. Hufh thy too bufy terrors. 

Trin. [Aftde.~\ Hoid him, fweet Roman! 

Tun’d eloquence is thine : tell him lome tale. 

No matter on what fubjedt, make, it but long. 

\ [Exit hajltly. 

Cafar. [Seeing Tor.l Why art thou here? — did Brutus 
vote for murder ? ' 

Tor. Shun the met Senate:— all r/ican murder there : 
Cafar. ^//cannot.— Thou defam’ft t^o broadly ; — who ? 
Tor. The Patriot fadtion. 

Cafar. Thou hub yok'd ideas, * 

Jt % 


Which 
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"Which reafon muft divide. — Patriot and fadion. 

Like oil on waters , mix when ftrongly Jhaken : l 

But never can unite disjoin’d by nature ! 

Tor. Patriots can envy. — And who envies bates. 

Cafar. Let’em hate on. — In men wholove theircountry. 
Envy but quickens virtue. 

Ter. This black lift 

Contains, O Caefar, thirty traitors’ names : 

Traitors, by great Calphurnia’s care deteded : 

Traitors, who under friendjhip's fair dilguile. 

Have with confederate malice, /worn thy murder. 

Cafar. [Taking the roll.'] Did my Caiphurnia fend thee? 
Tor. Caefar, fhe did. 

Cafar. My friends' names, fay’ll thou, in this roll of 
traitors ? 

Tor. All thy mo ft trujled , moll diftinguijhed friends. 
Cafar. [After apaufe, returning the rdf, unopened.] Take 
hack thy bloody lift) and hide man's bafenefs : 
"Where trujl is tainted by fuch dire deceit. 

Life is not worth prefer ring. 

Tor. Lov’d Caiphurnia 

Demands it : — for her fake, reprefs thy fcorn 

Stay but to go well -guarded. 

Cafan Agaihft enemies , 

Caefar fuffices for the guard of Caefar : 

But, againlt friends, diftruft were vitiation. 

Tor. [Holding hts robe.] Stay, but to UE 'convinc'd — ill- 
fated Cfelar ! 

Cafar. I will not be convinced,'” that faith is weaknels. 
Who wou’d take pains to lofe that peace, he feels. 

From generous confience in human virtues ? 

If there are wretches, who, oblig’d, betray , 

’Tis comfort not tq,know ’em. [Exit Caefar. 

. * 

SCENE VI* To Torbilius, enter Trinovantius, 
and two Roman Officers. 

Tor. Oh ! farewel, c 

Rome’s fame ! her evil Genius has prevail’d : 

Afid 
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And Caefar’s death (hall doom declining empire. [Exit. 
' 2 yin. [Repelling a crowd of Plebeians.] Stand back, keep 
diftance j reverence the fitting Senate : 

Whom will you crown your King ? 

• Pleb. A Caefar ! a Caefar. 

Trin. Blefs your concurring joy ! ye grateful people ! 

Caefar is yours and you are juftly Caefar’s! 

Crown him with rapture. For were Caefar King, 

Rome had no tyrants: All your lordly patrons , 

Stripp’d of opprefiive power, (hall call you brother:. 
Office, with equal eye, (hall fearch for /kill. 

And liberty become the poor man's claim. 

There are, who juftly dread in Cadar’s crown. 

His love of the unhappy: — dread his pity. 

He will not fee the groaning.dcbtor fold. 

To feed the rich man’s luxury. — No tears 
Of (tarving wane \ — no iron hand of law ; 

No (laves to fellow-fubjec?-., dial l make fad 
The ftiects of happy Rome — if Caefar retghs. 

[A cry from within— Liberty !*libeity ! liberty !— 
Hark ! in that cry, arofe no voice of joy < 

By Heaven, they murder Caefar ! guard this door. 

Good Romans ! Fulvius 1 /Etius ! yoyr try’d lwords. 
And mine, dare enter.— Follow me, and feve him. *• 
[As theyllre going off, with their fwords drawn ; 
they are ftopt by Antony, who enters difordered. 

Ant. Spare your meant aid alas ! it comes too late : 

Murder, with all Briareus’ hundred hands. 

Pierc’d the world's foul — and conqueft is no more. 

Trin. Curfes confume their names , what villain hand !— 
Ant. Cafca ftruck firft — Caefar, ujAftarting ft-iz’d 
The afiaftlh fteel — back plung’d it hcWpe, — and cry’d. 
No — villain Cafca ! No— thus, thy o,wn poinard 
Corredls thy feeble purpofe die— die — traitor ! 

Down to the expecting (hades — fay Caelhr lent thee. 
There, prefs’d beneath a ftorm of wounds, at once. 

He ftood, and frown’d, and bled, on every fide : 

Moving at laft, majeftic — the red hand 
Of mifereant Brutus met his radiant eye. 

Y 3 


Then 
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t 

Then thus ; — Jll, cruel murderers ? what ! all? 

And thou ! my son ! my Brutus ! nay then, to conquer} 
Were to perpetuate pain : — and death grows joy. 
Speaking, he funk: — loft, o’er his manly form. 
Smooth’d his difordcr’u robe— and, fighlefs ,died. 

[Gy again, from within. Liberty! liberty f 
2m’. Edge tins ti tie fword, kind Heaven ! they dare defend, 
[Advaiu wg to meet the confpirators, he 
is held back by Marc Antony. 

* 

S f E N F. VII. Trinovantiiis, Antony, and Officers^ 
Caffius, Decmius, Cinua, Marcellos, ?c Jh bloody daggers. 

Caf. 5 l'is paft — ambition bleeds ; and Rome is free : 

I lad ! Louis oi Rome reviv’d ! nation of Primes. 

Now, <$n»c nio r i‘, r, infers oka world, you won ! 

Daie vindicate the baud'-, that broke your chain. 

frill. [St.-pjgl.ng egainjt Antony. ]Cowards! cold-heart* 
ed tv..\reh! — You, v. ho thus 
Feai to revenge — 'up you, have mtrJn 'd Caefar. 

Jilt. No, Tiinovantius — Trull the Gods and Rome 

With Csfar’s vengeance’ Careful thro’ the crowd, 

I feck, bur find 'not Emeus. 

jCim. j 'Ei.tt.rs wdunded. ) Who nam’d Brutus ? 

Caf ’Twas Antony.— Come forward^valiant Cimber! 
Where haft thou left our Chief ? 

Cm. Unhappy Brutus ! 

Struck, by the words and look of« dying Caefar, 

He bow’d to weep upon the wound, he made : 

When, from a gal lets, burfling in clove. 

Held ’twixt the frfilic Vefials, there appear’d 

Cato’s yet living filer loft Scrviha! 

See ! cry’d the breathlefs trembler,— traitor ! parricide ! 
Call’d by thy crimes, in vain, from a retreat. 

Where hid (not dead) I fhun’d a hated world, ‘ 

Thy mother’s b’afted eye, — fell monfter! murderer t 
Finds tliee, too late •, and every God /hall cur/e tkce> • 

She f ream'd and funk, amidft the Veftal train*. ' * 

Brutus ! all wild, as with a fury' s horror, • 


Gaz'd 
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Gaz’d up, down, round wrung his clos’d hands— 

ran — ftopt, 

Return’d then, with a burfting figh, refum'd 

Comp fure : kneel’d, and ktfs’d the robe of C®lar ? 

But in itching a fall'n dagger, role d iff rafted, 

And cry’d “ Take, take me vengeance 1 Rome is fee: 
“ But Brutus, in her caufe, has ft abb' d a father ” 

Near, as he aim’d the meditated blow, 

I broke its erring force — and on this arm, 

Receiv’d the pointed mischief. So, presented, 

I left him, ’midlt*a guard of weeping Romans. 

Ant. Well may ht weep 1 — but w hen he reads a change. 
The murder’d lather left the murdeiino ion ; 

What will he then endure ? — what cave has eaith. 

So deep, fo daii , to hide him from himtelj 1 
When he fhall fee, that, to his* bioouy hand ; 

Caefar confign’d the power to fix Rome’s liberty, 

Caf. Thou fpeak’lt in n y ftei y, Marc Antonv f 
Ant. Move to the Form , — in the lace of Rome, 

I fhall unfold the will of Ron c's lo guardian. 

Caf. Cou’d aitful Antony, | u.v ■* (*rc\ ax wrong d ; 
Caflius wou’J then confefs , he wa> too hafty 

Ant. Traitor 1 thy willing envy lovV the error} 

And thou (halt expiate - far, as lowed we • • 

Too weakly can attone foi mutdtred virtue ^ 

This hour’s dete'led guilt, by death and tn amy. 

Trim. Summon the people: — i’ll revenue this murder j 

Then, mourn loll Rome and guard Biiumma s liDcity. 

l&eunt Roman Uffueis and Plebeians, 
Ant. [Coming forward."] Had but ambition ejes to look 
thro* time, 

'Twou’d lee its fruitlefs toil, and fhuii to climb : 

Fondnefs of noife, and crowds and courts would ceafe. 
And man's whole happmefs be plac’d m peace. 

Saffe Liberty wou’d guard each patriot throne , 

And tyrant be, henceforth, a narru unknown : 

All fruit of power is pain: and wj^at is fame ? 

.When ev'n a Caefar’s glory flams ms name. 

Y 4 
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PREFACE. 


A BOVE thirty years ago, Mr. Wilks (then one of the 
J\ Patentees of the Theatre Royal) gave an oldmanu- 
fcript play, call d, The Guilt lefs Adultrefs } or, Judge in bis 
own Cauft , to Mr. Theophilus Cib.ber, who was thgt 
manager of what us’d to be call’d the fummer company. 
This company conlifted, in general, of the junior part of 
the performers *, who during the vacation time, commonly 
afted twice, or thrice, a week. As they play’d dn fhares 
(divided in proportion according to their feveral fllaries 
ftipulated in the winter) their endeavours to pleafe the 
town generally produced ’in double pay on thofe nights j 
fometimes more. 

This kept fome of ’em from ftrollingeinto the country, 
for the fummer feafon it add -d to their income, and gave 
’em an opportunity of getting forwaid in # their bufinefs, 
in a more regular manner, than has been pra<5hs«d*of lare 
years. Ithad its elfed : performers then tty’d their forQ: 
in characters, in the fummer ; and became, by pradice 
therein, gradually acquainted with their buftnefs, and the 1 
town with them. Nor was every one fuppos'd to b equal 
at their fetting out, to'Ae moll capital characters of tha 
drama. 

But to return to the Play.— By the hand, and the long 
time it had been in poffeflion of the Managers, it was [op- 
pos’d to have been one of Sir William D’ovlnani’s 
(formerly a Patentee) and, by the opening of the 
piece, palpably was founded on a play of Massenger’s, 
call’d. The Fatal Dowry — (this laft piece has often been 
enquired after in vain) — Mr. Witjts recommended it to 
Mr. Cibber to be got up in the fummer, with fome alte- 
ration.— 
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ration. — It lay by fome time.-— In the year 1733, it was 
intended for the ftagein the fummer — But the performed 
were then (hut out of theTheatre, by the then Patentees of 
Drury-Lane. — 

In the following year, when the principalComedians of 
that time returned from the theatre in the Hiy-Market, 
and play’d under the direction of Mr. Fleetwood, it 
was propos’d again to have a fummer company *, as the 
ufe of it, both to the aftors and managers, had been ex- 
perienced. Many light pieces were then reviv’d, and fe- 
veral new petit pieces brought on the ftage; fuch as, The 
TStuilto pay, The Mock Doftor, &c. which proved after- 
wards lading entertainments in the winter feafon. 

’Twas in ‘I he Devil to Pay , in a fummer feafon, Mrs. 
Clive (then Mils Raftor) firft furpriz’d a delighted 
audience with a proof of htr extraordinary genius, in the 
charafter of Nell. Her fpirited fimplicity, and ftrong 
natural humour, carried her thro’ the part with an aftonifh- 
ing variety, and propriety, ^e (hew’d herfelf an excel- 
lent original. — Sfye has had many followers, fome imi- 
tators •, and, *tis but juftice to add, no equal. She then 
• promis’d to be, what fhe lus fince prov’d, one ol the firft 
performers of tne ftage : and, when judicioufly examined 
in the general various caft of parts file ads, *tis imagined 
(he will be Allow’d not to be inferior to any performer of 
her time. 

Well, this is digreffion on digreflion — (pardon it, 
reader, and let it pafs) — In 1 734,' alummer company was 
again propos’d. They play’d once the play of George 
Barnwell, to a very great houfe. 'I he Manager (jealous 
left the company fhou’d get too much} order’d the farther 
ading to be flopp’d. It was judg’d, indeed, the jealoufy 
of fome aftors (who were not concern’d in the fummer) 

gave this advice fo the affair dropp’d and there 

has been no fummer playing fince. 

But, to return to our Play.— On a revifal, it was judg’d 
to wane fome alteratiohs— Accordingly, Mr. Cibber Vc- 
quefted his kind friend the late Mr. Hill (who Was never 

happier 
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happier than when he had an opportunity to do a friendly 
office) to corred it — How much he was taken with the 
play, will appear on a perufal of fome letters of his relative 
theiero, (publifh’d in his colledioft) and fent to Mr. 

Thlophilus Cibber, about the year 1746.- Let it 

fuffice hcie, to add — Mr. Hill almoft new wrote the 
whole; and the laft ad was entirely his, in condud, 
fentiment, didion, dec. 

It was brought on the ftage at theTheatre in the Hay- 

Market eat ly this year, 1758 When his Grace the 

Dukeot Dfvonshj rl humanely confidet’d the unfortu- 
nate, extraordinary condition of a Comedian (who hjts 
hadmoie fiequent opportunities of happily entertaining 
the town, and give him libeity to try his fortune, awhile, 
at the Little 1 htatre m the Hay-iVlarkct. 
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IROLOGIE; 

Spoken by Mr. CIBBER. 

(Then in mourning for his Father.) 


/yjR femes, to-night , would Nature's pangs impart i 
True filial piety Jhould reach the heart. 

Ifeel it now ‘That thought the tear Jhall claim ; 

To merit facred and immortal fame. 

Nowfieeps the honour'd duft, which gave me birth 
Recent in deaths but newly lodg'd in earth : 

Forgive the heart-felt grief • the filial fay ! 

2 [he public tear might drop o'er C’ beer's clay / 

His comic force for more than half an age! 

His well wrote moral Jane, his manly page , 

Tour fathers fathers pleas'd — Uis feenes fhall live } 
And , toycur child ens children , equal pleafure give. 

/ irgtve the fi lal uews tfoat thus dijlil -- 

*Tis from the heart they flow , and net from /kill : 

By nature mov'd , your patience thus I try ; 
sirt would out give my fiiff'ring foul the he. 

Now for the fath i 's fake, the fon endure ; 

Let hts paternal worth your Smile feiure. 

Let Isis rich ' merit my poor wants atone ; 

His Lgh defert I plead boafl none my own . 

/Let then tl\is tribute, to the father due 
This public tribUi e, be approv'd by you. 

IP hat ever j nulls may thro' this piece lefhewn , 

No living bard can now thofe faults atone , 
h hi'e fuchyoit , tranfunt, mark — — let mercy fpare 
Such parts as you may think fomc merit [hare. 

Where judgment i akes, let candour intervene , 

Mark out the fai ings with that golden mean , 

Nor Jor a f ingle fecit ence damn a feene. 

T o our young a it or s too your fniles extend 

Touth claims indulgence — as want claims a friend : 

What e'er their fiat t' ring hopes , their fears are great, 

H hi cb your app aufe alone can diffipate : 

And, *tis a maxim with the truly brave , 

They triumph mofi, who generoufiy fave. 


} 
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pOOR~( at firft op* rung) fleems the plot we cbufe ; 

* But no felt indigence unfir'd the Mufe. 

lnfolvent prisoner ■■■■ - bears no aweful found f 

Tet — hope ftrong buildings — on that bumble ground. 

Debtor and creditor tl' account begin : ' 

But then comes jov - wife- mis'ry — death and fittf 

While , from thefe varying hgbts, fierce fires we raife. 

Lend but attention — and your tears fhUl praife. > 

Lew are the public ftains , that tinge the fame 
Of this brave , rich, good natur'd nation’s name : 

Yet, one there is — from time’s long licence , grown - - - — 
That blots out pity — and turns fle/h to Jlone 

'Lis —the deaf rage, that ( where hard wants opprefi) 
Doubles th' infolvent fuffrer's dire difir efs. 

Stung b\ ibis wafp , pafi friendjhtys lofe * heir weight ; 

Warp'd eftimation wears a face 'ike bate : 

Sufpended mercy bids affltftion fmart ; 

And, m a fcale of flint, immures her heart. 

Self yet, unreach'd by woe — made proudr+by gain. 

Blind to difafter — and infulting pain ; * 

In eafe , Jhort flighted bugs her lot , flecurc — ~ 

And marks no difference— 'twixt the bafe, and'podr. 

Flings from calamity, turns floor t on grief 
And, to the prifon's grave, refers relief. 

So— for awhile— triumphantly fcvere ! 

Tow’rs the btdinfult—and difdatns to hear. 

At laft comes dtf appointment bome-Tben, fiarts 
Louch'd ferfe —and wonders at mens cruel hearts ! 

Then (Jelf jtrll upmoft) the rous'd Jleeper Jhpkes ; 

And mfolently hopes —companion wake ! 

But fcorn clofe waits upon the f corner’s heel ; 

And he, that Jhunn’d to hear- voucbfafes to feel. 

loo late, he feels!— The eye, that wakes* for all. 
Fore-doom’ d his anguijh-and enjoys hi! jail ■, 
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*ts t to its trembling view , that wife ma/tCs fcbooU - - 
t G^d -given law—th ' all tempering golden rule i 
him thank bitternefs t for due defpair \ 
ftnce he cou'dnot pity , learn to bear, 
rom our laft age's plays exemplar aim , 
fent and paft t we find too much the fame : 
ern , unrelenting int'r eft's partial will 
Reign'd then reftftlefs-and it reigns fo fill. 

How happy were th' effed—cou'd miftties , here t 
From pride's correction ( mourn'd by pity's tear ) 

Teach the dry rock to melt , in pain- touch'd flow ; 

Andeafe th * unhoping crowds , that figh t in woe ! 

Dramatis Perfonse. 

MEN. 

Old Aumele, firft Prefident of Burgundy. - 
Young A'ume’.e, in love with Amelia. 

Co ant Chalons, Son of the Marfhal of Burgundy. 

I .a Foy, bis Friend, a rough Soldier. 

Valdore, Father to Amelia, and Predeceflor to old 
Aumele. 

Belcard, Coufin, and Dependent on Aumele. 

Le Fer, fervant to Valdore. 

WOMEN. 

Amelia,' Daughter to Valjore. 

Florella, her Maid. 

Prefidents, Advocates, Clients, Goaler, &c. 
SCENE, The Capital of Burgundy. 
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FILIAL PIETY. • 


ACT I. SCENE I.’ 


A court fitting. Judges on t} e bench. L atv^rs with clients 

ct the her. 


2 cl President. % 

H AIL I reverend judges > May this meetings pr^e 
Profperous to us, and end in general good. V 
Old Aum. Speak to the point, the caufe of this aur 
fummons. 

id Pref. We meet, my Lords, reluftant to difpofe 
The aweful place, andliigh important power 
Of firfl in council of this Lcred couit : 

This, to our grief, the reveiend wife Valdorc 
Refolves, grown weary of the pondeious charge. 

Here to give up this day • 

Vah Too heavy trufl. ' it prefs’d my confcious weaknefs: 
Yet, riot for private eafc wou’d I refign it, 

But, bow’d beneath the burden, finking age 
Implores your kind releafe from c^rfi too weighty. 

Old Aum. Still to prefidc, v e all wou’d gladly move you. 
Vol. II. Z lal 
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Val. It muft not be ; nor can your Lordlhips goodnefs 
Deny my poor remains of time the refuge 
Of fome Ihort fpace, for penitence and prayer; 

Let me employ my laft low ebb of breath. 

In cares for future life and learn to die. -" — 

I pray the court to eafe me of this burden. 

^dPref.T he court entreats you rLord Ihipwou’d be pleas’d 
To guide the general voice — The choice you make 
Will be, by all confirm’d. 

Val. The Lord Aumele. 

%d Pref. [After a paufe— the Prejidents bow . J The court 

allows it 

Bff it fo decreed. 

Val. But here are fuitors, and their caufe may carry 
More weight, than lorms like thofe attending on 

This choice difpatch them firft. 

3 dPj-ef. Pleafe you, my Lord Aumele, to take the chair *, 
We wou’d begin. 

Old Aim. [Seats himfelf] Speak, Advocate; we hear. 
Adv. The caufe my client offers to your Lordlhips 
Is in it/elf lb pleaful, that it needs 
Nor eloquence, nor favour, in this court. 

The guiltv., when condemn’d, confefs your juftice ; 

Our ctATile fhalJ* claim your mercy. 

( fid Aum. Speak to the caufe. [Hate 

J Adv. ’ I is the caufe fpeaks. — Great Burgundy’s bleft 
Had once— But Hop. l Paufe.jTo fay that her dead Marlhal 
The father of this brave young Lord, my client, 

[Pointing to Chalons. 

Honour’d his country’s name by far-fam’d lervice, 
Wou'd tax aflertion, by a doubt undue. 

You all, my Lords, remember that fo well, 

’Twerc injur/ to prove it. In his life, . 

lie grew’indebted to thefe thrifty men ; [Pointing to the 
And tailing, b) rejicated lofs in war. Creditors , 

Of power to lac himfelf from fuch low claims ; 

1 weep to tell it - — But, his country fav’d, 
haw him impnlon’d — and in prilon die. 
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It is a maxim in our law-' — that debts 
Die, with inlolvent debtors : bdt tbefc men, 

Length’ning malicious pain beyond life’s bounds* 

From death fnatch todies for new chains. 

They dare deny him ev’n his funeral rites ; 

Rites, not by heathens held from wretched Haves. 

We’ humbly, therefore, pray your Lordlhips pity. 
Setting afide their more than barbarous infult. 

To dilappomt revenge— That woe may reft. 

Old Am. How long have you, Sir, practis’d in thiscourl* 
Adv. hull twenty years, my Lord. 

Old Aum. How ' — Twenty yeaxs ? 

So bold an ignorance had half convinc’d me, * 

Your judgment tcarce cou’d number twenty days. 

Adv. i hope in inch a caule as this, my Lord — • 

Old Aum. How dare you thus prelumeto urge the cour| 
(Law’s facred guardian to diipenfe witli law ? . 

Terror of bankrupts gave this ftatute buth. 

Go home, and with mote CaU' perule known adts j 
And then make motions. 

Adv. I fubmit — but mourn. [Exit Advocate. 

La Foy. Can then your Loidlhipsthiftk, that he whole 
Jupports a iriendl- fs caule (condemn’d by la ac^ [plea 
Tho’juftice owns it) errs by lion dt zeal ?* ,\ 

Old Aum. Prodigious arrogance ! • 

La Foy. Is reafon fuch * * * 

Or is it here a maxim, that the pleader 
Reads on the Judge’s face his caufe’s worth ? 

3<f Pref Too boldL»Foy— pay reverence where’tis due. 
La Foy. Cr was the power you adl by, trtUleclwith yot. 
To quality no rigour in the laws •, 

But doubling every wound that mercy feels, 

Treat pity like a guilt ? Oh, lhameofftate ! • — - 

This ftridnefs of your four decree, that grinds 
The debtor’s dying bones, to feaft the ipight 
Of a ftill greedy creditor, who gapes 
For payment from the grave’s uncloling* dull ; 

Condemns misfortune, to let crimft go tree, 

Z 2 OJ* 
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04Lf«i».You,Sir, that prate thus faucily,what are you? 
La Fey. I am a foldier — If you know not me. 

Ne’er has yourfelf been known in honour’s courts. 
Beneath the banner of the dead Chalons, 

Long witnefs of his deeds, I lerv’d, in blood ; 

Sav’d your ungrateful head, and lent it means 
To lift that haughty brow — my partial judge. 

Pref. Forbear, bold man-’Tis rafhnefs paft fupport. 
LaFoy. Let thofe proud angry eyes flafh lightning round. 
Each objeft they can meet feels dumb dildain ; 

Shrinks from their blood-lhot beams, and frowns within : 
Long had they been, ere this, by feme fierce hand 
Torn from their taftelefs orbs ; or, lav’d for fliame. 
Had, juftly weeping, ierv’d fome needy foe ; 

Had I not worn a fword, and us’d it better. 

Than, in difgrace of law, thou doft thy tongue. 

Old%Aum. If infolence, like this, pafs here unpunilh’d— 
La Foy. Yet I— who in my country’s balanc’d fcale 
Out-weign’d a thoufand tame proud logs like thee, 
Confcfs myfelf unworthy name, compar’d 
With the leaft claim of my dead General’s worth. 

Then from his numberlefs, long line of glories. 

Make c' 1 ' of any one, e’en of the meaneft ; 

Wherifo- againll that wily fox of France, 

TK politic Lewis', or more defperate Swils; 

SHI ihalt thifiu find it poize, beyond all tricks, 

Cpft, views, or a<5ts, that ever gown-men thought of. 
Old Aum Away — to prilon with him. 

LaFoy Off. [To the guards. J lfcurfes, 

Urg’d in the bitternefs of aching wrong, 

E’er pierc’d the eai of Heaven and drew down bolts 

On heads that moft deferv’d them, let not mine, 

Now, rife in vain. Fear, from this moment j 

And, fearing^ feel ; and tremble to fuftain. 

The whips that furies fhake o’er cruel men. 

\To Aumcle.J You have a fon ; take care this curie not 
reach him. 

You clods [To the creditors.'] in human forms, thatcou’d deny 

Earth, 
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filial piety. 

Earth, gentler than your own, its mournful claim, 

To- cover the remains of that great chief; 

May all your wives prove falfc, and bring you heirs 
Of liberal hearts, whofe riots may undo you ! 

Your fadlors all prove thieves, your debtors bankrupts ; 
And thou, ftern patron of their bluihlefs plea, 

Live to lofe all thy lord fhips ; not even fave 
Room on thy dunghill for thyfelf and dog. 

Be old before thou dieft, to die more wretched * 

That, as thou hafl. deny’d the dead a grave. 

Thy living mifery *n vain may wifh one. 

I’ve well begun — on — imitate exceed. [To Chalons. 

Old Aum. Force him away. [ Exit La Foy guarded. 

3d Pref. Remember where you arc. [ 7 0 Chalons. 

Gta/.Thuslow the wretched Lnds tothankyourcounlel. 
I’ll teach my temper’d language to fufpend 

All fenfe ol filial pain and Ipcak but duty. * 

Not that I fear to raife my voice as loud, 

And with as fierce complaint, as touch’d La Foy ; 

But that from me, who amfo deeply funk • 

In mifery’s gulph, io hopelefs in diltrefs, 

’Twou’d feem the rafh man’s means to cure ^eljiair. 

By calling off his load, tnat ends with Ida. 

No let my fullering duty to the dead • 

Live on — and pay the tribute of your praife, 

Honeft leverity renowns your juftice. 

Why Ihould fuch white, unfinning fouls as youi*, 
Forgive the guilt you/^ft not ? — Why (hou’d fervice 
By any man perform’d, to blefs his country, 

Exadt his country’s mercy ? — What tho’ my father. 

Ere fcarce arriv’d at youth, out-adled man ; 

Number’d that day no part of life, wherein 
He fnatch’d not ionic new trophy front your foes. 

Was he for that to triumph o’er your courts, 

Superior to the laws he fought to fave ? 

What tho’ the fums he dy’d indebted for; 

Were borrow’d, not for his, but public ufe, 

Shou’d he be fice from payment ; becaufe poor, 

Z 2 
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From a fpent patrimony, kindly fpread 
To the ftarv’d foldicrs wants f — ’Twas his brave choice 5 
And, wheh the willing fuffer, — are they wrong’d i 
Old Aum. The precedent were ill— 

Cbal. True, my kind Lord ! 

What is it to your courts, that weigh but laws. 

That after all our great defeats in war. 

Which in their dreadful ruins buried quick 
Courage and hope in all men, but himfelf ; 

He forc’d the toe from that proud hejght of conqueft. 
To tremble in his turn — and fue for peace ! 

Vi hat tho* he fav’d an hundred thoufand lives. 

By hard fatigues, that robb’d him of his own j 
Dauntlefs to fumnier heats, and winter’s froft, 

111 airs, mines, cannons, aifd th’ uniparing i'word ; 
Waste, for that, to hoperefcape from debt. 

Or privilege from prilon ? 

3d. Pref. ’Twas his lault 

To be fo prodigal— he Ihou’d have fpar’d. [army. 

Old Aum. The ftate alluw’.i him what maintain’d their 
Chal. You fay he Ihou’d have fpar’d— He Ihou’d indeed- 
Have fpsrtd, to truft his hopes on hopelefs ground. 

I tocmvill fpart to l'p ak the pangs I feel, 

Ai d feed my thoughts within.— Yet to thefe men, 

Hf<? th: Creditors ]. To thefe loft- hearted men, thele wile 
a men, here •, 

Thefe only good men— Men that pay their debts j 
To thefe, I turn my hopes — tlitfe honeft fouls ! 
j Jt Cred. And fo they arc. 

2d. Cred It is our dodtrine, Sir. 

Chal. Be confront in it — left you change your road, 
And frraggle to falvation— Do not cheat 
The devil of his beft dues — make punctual payment. 

But my iai? lwelling heart forgets its cue — 

On deaf and narrow natures, fuch as yours, 

I will not wafte one hint that honour loves ; ** 

The court fhall fqueeze no fcruple from the law. 

That lends your tclon hearts the weight of right. 

I know 
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I know there is no mufic to your ears 
More pleafing, than the groans of men in pain : 

The tears of widows, and the orphans cry, 

Feaft but your happier fenie of wealth’s coaife joy. 

But rather than my father’s reverend duft. 

Shall want its place in that ftill monument 
Where all his filent anceftors deep fafe, 

Take me, your living pledge — Renounce the dead. 

And, in my fetter’d freedom, find revtnge 
I am poffefs’d of ftrength to fcorn your malice. 

Shun the detefted world, and love reftraint. 

I wou’d forget the fun, that flunes on you. 

And chufe my dwelling where no light can enter. 

Releafe my father’s corpfe. 

Val. Alas' young Loid, 

Confider well what hoj es you cafi. away ; 

Your liberty, youth, joy, lile, friends and fame * 

Your bounty is employ’d upm a fubjedt, 

That cannot feel its vaflncfs : 1 he known gloiy 
Of your dead father vindicates his urn. 

Treads on their living duft who wrong his name. 

And breaks the prifon’s gates that bind his l^xly. 

Old Aunt Let him alone— the young maw loves’I^own . 
If he courts mifeiy, let nufery me t him. • * 
Provided thcle con lent, the couit objedsnac. \ 
Cba. Confent 1 the wrongful doubtoffends then wifcl«n. 
Can thefe trade-tools lie lullen, and ftiun work, " 
When willing intcreft tires ’em ? — Calls their idol, 
Andfhall their zeal grow deaf— and drop tlvir worfhip'— 
From my dead father’s corpfe what hopes of profit ; 

Nay, they have there no chance of giving pain. 

What relifh of revenge, where ’tis not felt ? 

In me they’re lure, at leaft of prefent Vengeance, 

And clienfh profpedt of fome future gun. 

i ft Crcd. What think you of the offer ?- Shall we clofe ? 
2 d Credit I like the motion well — It gives fome hopes. 
l/t Cred. Some young, unthinking girl, or gay, 
warm widow, 

Z 4 
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Pleas'd with his fame for manly deeds in arms. 

May pay us all qur debts, and bind him hers. 

Pref. What is your anfwer? 
id Cred. You fhall fpeak for all. 
i ft Cred. Make all our addons on his father laid. 

Stand the Ton’s debts, and we releafe the body. 

Old Aum. The court muft grant you that. 

Cbal. 1 thank you all. 

In this you have confer’d a glory on me. 

That nobly over-pays your envious view. 

Come, lead mi to the gloom 1 long to find; 

.'Twill frte me from your forms, and lhade my own. 

r I'xit, with creditor s, officers , &c. 
Old um. Strange madnefs! 

Val. Madnefs, do you call it! Term it 

Strange, generous extacy of matchlcfs virtue ! 

Worthy of happier fortune, ‘nobler fate 1 — . • 

But reft that now unargued To my caule 

Already I have found youi Lordffiips bounty 
So lavifh in your grants, that it ftiould teach me 
To limit my defires to narrower bounds. 

$d Pref. There’s nothing you can afk, we wou’d not 

jestn-' . 

idfPrdf.' Our wills are all your own ; pray ufe ’em 
Jr * 

Aal. Ithas been here, you know, the court’skindcuftom, 
CoCi 'lim’d by time’s long vena able practice. 

That at fui render of the place I held, 

Some grunt indulg’d confiims a favour «dk’d. 

As proof then of your giace, that loves to give, 

I tempt its proffer’d bounty. 

%d PreJ. Think it yours. 

Val I afk remiflion for that ralh La Foy ; 

And that you, Lord Aumele, whofe wrong partook 
Th’ affront' that mov’d the court, will pardon with it, 
Apd fign his wiffi’d enlargement. 

Old Aum. Nay, my Lord, 
pemai.d one half of my eftate Take all — — 


But 
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Put fpare me this ftrange prayer— It warms my wonder! 
Val. If I muft be deny’a — * 
id Pref That cannot be. 
gd Pref. I have a voice to give. 

2 d Pref. I add mine to it. 

*$d Pref. If then perfuafion fails— ■* we muft infift, 
That votes decide this queftion. 

Old Aum. You are too abfolute ; 

I cou’d confent to any thing but this : 

Yet, this -if it muft be my Lord 1 yield. 

Val. I thank ydur hard concurrence. 

Old Aum. Break up the court. [fbe court rjfes. 

\Exeunt , all but Valdore and fervant , 

Val. I’ll follow inftantly Le Fer. 

Le Fer My Lord. 

Val. What didft thou think, but now, of youngCha!ons$ 
How did his conduit ftrike thee ? • 

Le Fer. With due wonder; 

And fo did brave La boy’s. 

Val. Fye, fye -, he’s faulty. 

What ready money have I unaflign’d. ? 

La Fey. Enough for eveiy ufe your with can form. 

Val. ’Tis well — I’m wounded, when tl^ b?*v*o&eJpain: 
Some call this weaknefs — Heaven turn their heart&X 
The filial piety of young Chalons, demaed| \ 

Reward beyond our admiration I 

Methinks from his example low mankind, A 

Shou’d rife in body’s Horn — fot tafte of mind ; 

Fly the coarfe drols* that weighs down virtue’s claim ; 
Stretch for futurity — and grapple fame. 


A C T II. SCE'NE I. 

A Prtfon. Goaler and Le Fer. 

Gcal. Q O ripe a judgment, at aa age fo young ; 
’Tis wonderful ! 

Le ter. Religious tho’ a foldicr! 


* Goals 
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Goal. That ftill » more a wonder ! So to quit. 

In the ftrong tide of youj£|' his flowing fortune - y 
Drop his own living^fte of joy’s full feaft. 

To give his father s lead remains a grave. 

Seems fomefhing that exceeds the bounds of faith. 

Le Fer. It makes a golden precedent indeed ! 

It teaches piety a bright, new road. 

To reach perfection by a Ihorter cut. 

Goal. What is his age ? 

Le Fer. Scarce three and twenty years. 

When firfi he ferv’d unhappy Burgundy, 

I remember 

Under his more unhappy father’s wing ; 

Where ferving and commanding, he learn’d both. 

With fuch a ready fire and temper mix’d. 

That fbmetimes he appear’d his father’s father ; 

And never lefs, than our great captain’s Ion. 

Goal. Look, where he comes; and fee his friend La Foy, 
Waiting the father’s corpfe v# the fon has freed. 

Now moving to its laft, long prifon’s cell. 

ft 

Enter Ftmerr>\ attended by Chalons, and La Foy, &c. 

y ‘ 

LjfPoy. How like a filent ftream, by night’s dark brow 
OW-lliadcd,, gliding under (till cold fhowers. 

Maizes the flow maich of that fad folemn train ! 

Test's, fighs, and mournful blaek, but paint woe’s face. 
Within lies all the depth that d row, ns diftrefs. 

Chal. Stay, l fiends, a moment while a wretch, 

deny’d 

To bea*- due murmurs to the cave of death, 

Bounds here his hollow groans. Reft, reft awhile. 

[To the bearers , who fet down the hearfe. 
Oh ! hail ; for ever hail ! dear reverend fhade ! 

Adieu, ye lov’d remains of that blefs’d form, 

Who gave a nation reft and loft his own ! 

Gruel extent of proof, . that he who toils 
To fer ft (miftaken thought) the public caule, 

Works for a fleeting fhadow, that but feems 

To 



To wear a tempting fhade— — a dream, and fades. 

Here ftands thy poor executor — thy Ton \ 

More proud a captive, thus thy hearfe to free. 

Than when he fought thy caufe, and fhar’d its fame. 

Of all the thoufands thou haft ferv’d and lav’d, 

Thele only cou’d remember. Thele dear few. 
Remember well — for they forget not gratitude. 

I thank you - and I wifh I cou’d reward ; 

’Tis the laft friendly aid you lend his love. 

His native la'nd, like an unnatural mother. 

Not only has devour’d the worth Ihe bore. 

But blots it from her memory’s blank record ; 

Leaving thy heir (great flam of want 1 ) fo poor. 

He cannot buy thee one fad humble flone. 

To mark its only Ipot exempt from fhame. 

. [f'bfei ves foldiers weep. 

Alas ! the mournful feene’s not wholly mine ! * 

Tlie honJt foldiers weep ! — La Foy too weeps! 

Oh, Heaven' behold a rr*rg£le of virtue. 

The very goaler weeps * — And look. La Foy, 

The plan.tifl crocwdilc c thtmfelves Ihed fears! 

Nay, then — my lather’s bones fliall need go tomb : 

Be thefe his body’s balm ; thele drops,* more An^d 
Than Itlumean llints, on l'un-burnt plains! • * 

| Creditors feem to)veep . 
La Foy. Av. ay, ye fniv’ling rogues > nor mix projpane 
The dry-drawn tribute of a wlune like yours, 

With lites 01 heart-^k Ibirow — Howl not here : 

Strain your Iqueev’d eye-ilrings ’till they crack, for pain ; 
Ne’er (hall one generous dew-drop Hart, for virtue. 
Prieft. On with the proceflion. 

Chal. I lokl — yet hold 

But, ’till in prclente of his honour’d hearfe, 

I ftruggle ’till I find a few poor legacies. 

\To a foldier ] Come hither, generous foldicr — Wear this 
ring •, 

*Twill, when thou feeft it, bid thy valour glow 
Diftinguilh’d as thy pity. 


Thou 
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Thou, good friend, [To another.] 

Crofs thy afflicted manly bread Ihall bind 
This fcarf — and doubly dye the warlike crimfon. 

[To tbe bearers.'] You, gentle bearers of the nobleft load. 
That e’er prefs’d willing Ihoulders, take this purfe j 

Divide its little all lor thee, La Foy, 

Poor as thou think’ll thy friend, I’ve gold yet left: 

Take thou this medal ♦, wear it for his fake 
Who knew thy worth, and lov’d it. 

And now my wants and wealth are ended all : 

Now bleak, inhofpitable world, fafewel ; 

Darknefs will, gratis, in my filent cell 

Furnilh an unbought Ihelter life’s lhort ftorm 

Blown over, I once more Ihall meet my father. 

’Till then tears fpeak the reft. [Weeps. 

La Foy. On on he lhakes me. 

' buneral proceeds, 

ljl Cred. No farther. [Stopping Chalons. J Goaler, at 
your peril, keep him. 

What ! fquander our ellate before our faces ! 

Goal. Sir — pleafe you to return ? 

2 d Cred. Pjeafe ! — he Ihall pleafe. 

Come^^'S^’lit&le htlps — and money’s money. 

Ckfil. Dear, venerable earth !- -adieu, for ever! f Goes in. 

, > [Exeunt omnes. 

S # G E N E II. A chamber in Valdore’s houfe, 

< f 

Enter Amelia and Florella. 

Amel. Your ftory of Chalons has greatly mov’d me. 

If Aumcle touch’d my thoughts, ’twas partial folly ! 

Yet ’twas nqf love, "’twas duty } fince my father 
Pointed his highnefs out, not warn’d me from it. 

Flor. Aumele is light, deceitful, loofe, ignoble ; 
Loves every face,, is every woman’s claim. 

And fhe who firft believes, is firft undone. 

His very friendfhip’s fajfe— himfelf, whom only 

Hp 
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He withes not to cheat, he cheats the moft. 

He courts you for a miftrefs, not a wife. 

Amel. No more — I hear him with fufpe&ing hope! 
And doubt, I fhou’d not trull; him. 

Flor. Still ’tis thus ! — • ‘"v 

Woman, by nature form’d to be undone. 

Oft fees, yet helps the treafon Ihe wou’d fhun. 


Enter Toung Aumele. 

Amel. Hulh, good Florella-hulh— no more— he comes! 
The gay, the witty, cou’d I add the juft, , 

Aumele were all the maid belov’d cou’d wifh. [Exit Flor. 

Aum. Lovelieft Amelia ; if, before my hour, 

I break on your retirement, thank your charms. 

Love has its wing’d defires, when beauty calls. — * 
Sweeter than fpring* than filmmer’s fun more aweful ! 
Yet colder than the winter’s ftarry nights 1 
Say, how much longer will that frozen heart 
Refill; the warmth it gives m. ? 

Amel. Gay Aumele t , 

Lovers make light complaints, who love like you. 

Too well you guels the father muft prevail* 

Where daughters, by their duty, guide their clicilt^: 
You know my heait admits no wavei mgjkyne. 

Aum. Cou’d gifts of empty air eniich my claim. 

How wealthy had you made me ' — Hill look angel 
But more like woman love — meet flame with flame. 
Amel. Has not my Fathei’s will pionounc’d me yours ? 
Aum. True — but metbinks he gave what was not his > 
Your lover’s piide wou’d owe joj to yourtelf. 

Whate’er you to a father’s ouleis yield. 

Proves your obedience, but it provcs>noi love : 

The fureft teft of love is confidence. 

Amel. She gives without referve, who gives up all. 
Aum. Manner, in mifer’s deeds, deftipys their bounty : 
Bonds they infift on — firft — then yinch out gold ; 

While the true fuend tells faft, and ti lifts repay. 



Amel. 
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Amtl. I underftand you not. 

Aum. Had you but love, 

Then cou’d you foon 

Amel. What mean you ? 

Aum. Credit mine ■ — 

But your calm, patient paflion Waits dull form ; 

Aiks holy mortgage— —to infure captivity. 

And doubts if honour’s ties can bind like priefts. 

Amel. How !— for thy honour, Ihou’d I part with mine ? 
Fain wou’d I think lefs fouly of Aumele, 

Than once to fear he dares defign my ruin. 

Apm. Thy ruin ! No, thy happinefs he courts— 

Wou’d crown Amelia emprefs of his foul. 

Not warden of his body See her reign 

Sovereign, by free-botn choice, with generous fway. 
Safely furrounded with thy guard of charms. 

What need — what ufe — of yeoman duty’s aid ? 

.. Amel. What wou’dft thou dare ? • 

Aum. Why ’tis unjuft, my love. 

To treat our qyeen, like flaves— Weigh marriage rightly. 
You’ll find it humbling fierce, tumultuous joy. 
Concurrent wills, anti elegant defiies ; 

Made cal^antl^lifekfs all bccauie compell’d. 

f. Oh, Heaven ! be gone for ever from my fight ; 
No/dare to ^laft my name, from this black moment, 
Wt h breath more baneful than the viper’s hil’s ! 

If, An fome fofter hour’s unguarded faith, 

Truftful I liften’d, and half hop’d thee juft ; 

Spigl t ol thy known, thy dreaded fightnefs, heard thee — • 
Punilh me, angry Powers, when I forgive thee ! 

Aum. Have frowns luch charms ! why heaves that 
fnowy bofom. 

Unform’d for any fighs, but thofe of love ? 

' [Forcing her handy and embraces beri—* 

Jhe puts him a/ide. 

Change ’em for fiercer tranfports, yet unknown : 

Soft murnmfs — ftiflcd^whifpers— throbbing heart—* 

Eyes mixing angry icar, with fond defires ) 

! Earneft 
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Earneft of joy too violent to laft. 

And kindly made too Ihort, left blifs migh&*l$ill. 

[After Struggling^ Jhe beaks from him . 
Amel. Unhand me, villain ! traitor, fly this moment ! 
O ! that the eyes thou wrong'll, cou’d look thee dead! 
The curs’d hyaena's wily cry— falfe tears 
Of crocodiles— all, all that’s fatal, dire, 

Deftrudive to our fex all meet in thee 1 

No, bale Aumele — once paflion did but paufe 

This infult on my honour ends it all : 

I’d looner— — but be gone *tis guilt to fee thcc ; 

But, to hold converfe with thee, blots my fame. [Going. 

Aum. Hear yet one humble word. * 

Amel. When next I do. 

Then curie me every Power that hates not virtue. 

(i Going , meets her father entering * 
My father ! — fure he has no* been a witnefs 
To this man’s daring perfidy ! 

Enter Vildore. 


Val. Amelia'— — . . 

# • 

Young Lord, allow me to exped your pardon^ [7 * i Aum. 
That bufinefs of importance calls my daughter.*" v 
Aum. I humbly take my leave. . [Etc ft housing. 

[Valdore fees him to the doer * and retinas. 
Val. Why look you fad, Amelia ? { 

Amel. I was mov’d, 

By news my woman brought me of this fame. 

From great and generous praife, that crowns Chalons. 

Val. Kind Heav’n prepar’d that thought to fuit my 
Thy duty ever met thy father’s will ; [purpolc. 

And, as thou know’ll I will but for thy good, 

I have no caufe to doubt thy wilh’d obtdiencc. 

Amel. Sir, I am yours — lb wholly, that my heart 
Unhefitating hears — when you command. 

Val. To lay I love thee, were too Ihort— thou art 

My age’s only comfort my foil’s joy — 

My hope for future time my piide in this. 

* Amel, 
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Amtl. Wou'd 1 had merit, Sir, to make this juftice. 
Val. I thought, Amelia, at my entrance here, , 1 
I faw thee mov'd to anger ? 

Amel. Oh! my heart! Afidt .. 

Val. Aumele was with thee— —as I know him vain, 

I fear fome lightnefs lhook thee ! 

Amel. Me ! my Lord ! 

Val Sprung from a brutal ftem, hirfifelf more brutal; 
1 now, too late, repent I bade thee love him. 

Too confcious of his father’s power, I poorly 
Barter’d my love of truth, for earth’s proud views i 
And Heaven refentful, has refolv'd to blaft ’em. 

To him, this morning, I furrender’d up 
A power, his fchemes infidious long had crofs’d : 

But, by his conduct in Chalons’ juft caufe. 

New Ihock’d by favage proof of flinty nature. 

He wak’d me into deteftation, due 

To his whole impious race, and ftop thy ruin. 

Amel. Alas 1 my Lord, far happier had I been, 

Never to have, indulg’d a lift’ning ear. 

Unapprehenfive innocence, in maids. 

Weighs man by its own meanings. 

Val. Wilry maids 

Atoel.' Alas 1 there are r.o fuch, when love reigns lord. 
AH». what, if in obedience to your orders, 

I ff'ou’d have given my heart, where you aflign’d it ? 
Tlllnk to what mifery then my duty dragg’d me. 

Paflions new-born at firlt are in oi^r power j 

But, when their tide runs ftrong, they fweep refolves. 

Val. Away — ere yet the priefl has join’d your hands; 
To trull your paflion’s range beyond your power, 

Were treafon againft honour — it ’tis fo, 

Recal it, while you can : You are too wife 
To doat, Amelia, on a youth fo weightlefs. 

The fohd lover guards his favourer’s fame. 

Which the fool’s, whole wilh’d joy but feeks to fully. 
Boafters of frothy fou), when young, like this. 

So little coo inform’d by manly virtue, 

Blaft, 
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Blaft, like a bafilitk, each fair they look on : 

Loud, among lewd companions, wildly cruel. 

Each but compares with each his lift of conquefts; 

And he’s moll hero, who has ruin’d moft. 

Ami. And is Aumele ot tafte depiavM like this? 

/W. Name him no more — *1, whofe miftaken hand 
Brought malady, will alfo bring the cuie. 

Chalons, the brave Chalons, Hull claim thy heart. 

And prize'it to its value. Smile, Amelia ; 

Chalons, that-mov’d thy praife, deferves thy pity. 
Chalons has ev’ry*worth thould charm a woman •, 

A mind exalted, like a fancied God ! 

Judge it, by what thou’ft heard of his dead father. 
Example never reach’d it — It has fir’d 

My blood to fenfe of tranlport 1 Give him then 

Your wonder and your love. 

Ami. He lias my wonder!* has my heart’s applJufej 
But, for its tendernefs, ’tis fcarce my own ! 

Fdl. Peace, Amelia, 

Left thou ihou’Jtl lead me to believe— hut— no « 

Aumele had ne’er the power to wound thy honour ; 

I cannot then lchpcct thy hcait admits hint. 

Is that a man to move a lady’s wdh ? 

Light rival ot her lex’s emptied am. 

The toilet and the bail-room aie his fields.-— j — * 

Thence rife his trophies there expands his fame/ 

Amel Ytt, once, you thought him worthiett ot my l^w. 
Veil. How careful ll^ou’d men be to weigh lefolvcs! 
Puth thought to conlequence, and take in tear 1 
Kite comes reproach, let looi'e — - — for ever ours. 

I charge you, on my blefiing, thun Aumele ; 

And view Chalons as one that'claims your love. 

• 

Enter Le Fer. 

Le per. La Foy, my Lord, attends. ( 

Val. Amelia you may now 

Retire, to fuit your willi to my command ? 

Voi.II. A a i 


Or 
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Or bear the weight of a wrong’d father’s curfe. 

And live a ftranger to me. t 

Ami. Oh! Sir! Oh 1 father! > [Kneeling. 

Pal. Away 1 will not bear thee ! — go— obey ! 

.. * [Exit Amelia, weeping. 

' Enter La Foy. 

Val. I wifh’d to fee you. Sir, for your own fake •, 
’Twas to lend counfel to your iron rafhnels ; 

Love of your bravery forc’d me to efteem you. 

Hafle, and fubmit yourlelf to warm Aumele. 

Weigh your too bold contempt of a court’s power. 

And deprecate its vengeance. 

La Foy. When I do 

May my tongue rot. — My Lord, you know not me. 
Subrf.it, and crave forgivenefs of a brute ! 

What tho’ his wealth were equal to a monarch’s ; 

Nay, tho’ himfclf a monarch (as his pride 
Out-monarchs his crown’d mafter’s) let me die 
The death his bafencfs merits, ere once ftoop 
To think commiffion’d brutes are lefs than monfters. 
Doesjie not ufe his power to crulh the needy ? 

Ctyprefs *the fold ler, fcholar, all defert ? 

Nay, wropgki he not the Marfhal! Nature form’d 

This loath’d, wry mouth of law, to fcare mankind. 

By fcorn of ugly vice, to love of virtue! 

How favagely the brute blalphemer fpoke 
Of the dead General > — Aik* him forgivenefs! 

Firft let me perifh law*ftruck ! — A judge! — a dog! 

How he infulted o’er the brave man’s memory ! 

Perdition feize him for’tf 1 weep to think on’t ! 

Val I was to blame 

To yield my place too blindly — but, perhaps, 

*Tis practicable to retrieve that error. 

Sir, give not way to paffion. 

La boy. I weep ryx when I fight.— But, pardon me, 

I melt becaufe too weak to check opprefiion. 


Whene’er 
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Whene’er I fhlnfr of 'the vite injuries, 

The bold black injuries done my worthy mafter, 

I cou’d devour him piece- meal! 

Val. Pray be temperate—* 

I but advife yolir frenzy not conftrain : 

OprHun is as free as air and they 

Who ci\dn power, are leaft exempt from ccnfure. 

Enter Le Fer. 

Le Fer. The creditors attend with Count Chalons. 
Val. Pay thofc hard men their claims v/ait the Cotinf 
Pleale you, La Foy, to witnefs thfclr receipts, [in. 

And take their full releafes what 'but now 

I faid, nvant nothing ’twas this call 

Detain’d you for their coming what you’ll leg 

Will more explain my purpole. 

La Foy. What I hear 
Alarms my love and w ondcr. 

Le Fer. 1\ us way. Sir. [Exctrtt I e Fer arJ La Foy. 

• .. 

Enter Chalons mfittg Jit eyt, a''d mla-ichely. Valdore 

in 'ets . • 

• • ** 

Val. Brave Sir, you are mofl wtlco/ne - -Fy«» be hutf/’d, 

You have out- wept a woman 1 Noble Chalons ! 

No man tint lives but has a father loft, f * 

Or once muft lofe a father. 

( bal. Sir, ’tis true. 

I never thought my father was immortal ; ' 

But as I pafs’d your hall, his reverend pifture 
Smil'd on my ftartled eye, and forc’d fome tears. 

Val. My Lord — I lov’d your father— and wou’d wifh 
One favour from his fon, 

Chal. Of me a favour f 

What has he left to grant, who wants bis liberty ? 

Val. The liberty you think you fcrant, is yours. 

The rich man that beholds the brave in chains, 

And pants not for his freedom, is a fiave. 

Aa 2 
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Jewels or gold, whate’er your wants require, 

Take all that I poifefs, and end reftraint. 

You look amazement. 

Cbal. Nay, I am amaz’d ! 

You cannot mock diftrefs— — Natures, like yours. 

Call feign’d companion infult. But your virtue ^ 

Shall wonder, in its turn for I’ll not tax 

Your bounty for myfelf but beg releafe 

(In my forgotten ftead) of poor La Foy. *' 

9 

Enter La Foy. ‘ 

c 

Val See what a power the prayers of good men hold \ 
I give him to your friendfhip — and to his 

I join your own due freedom Live and love. 

Your father’s debts difcharg’d, his name Ihines free. 

La Poy. ’Tis an aftoniflung, yet facred truth ! 

I conic from witneffing the generous deed' 

See here, your own difcharge. 

Chal Honour’d Valdore ! — [PaufesJ] But words wou’d 
wrong my meaning. 

Dumb be my tongue, while blulhes only fpeak 

All language is -too light, for deeds like thefe ! 

PBr. Wou’d you requite ’em, Count ? 

La Foy . Command his life — 

And, if one ferves not ; throw in mine, my lord. 

^ [Chalons Jlands ftruck with Jilent attention . 

Val I have an only child, her mother’s likenefs, 

Care of my life, and comfort of my years ! 

I ftand fo near the brink of time’s dark ftream. 

That foon in courfe I muft drop in, and die: 

Fain wou’d I firft provide a guard more ftrong 
For my Amelia’s youth, than age like mine. 

Her birth perhaps lefs fplendid, match’d with yours, 

Yet worthy nobleft notice. Take her, then, 

And with her all my fortune Call her wife. 

Thank me, by lovinaher $ ’ti$ all the gratitude 
My hopes, frojp brav$ Chalons, can bear to jehim. 

Cbal, 
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Chat Oh ! what delightful payments you exad, 

When you thus plunge me deeper far in debt ! 

Now, not my life’s laft toils can ever pay you. 

She were, without a dower, a prince’s prize; 

How greatly then too rich, too dear, for me ! 
rtih. Js it refolv’d then ? 

Chat 'Sir — I have lov’d her long 

Defpairin^t (loft in fortune’s clouds) to gain her. 

Her beauty* is the boaft of Burgundy ; 

Her father is Valdore 1 there honour ftrikes 

Perfection's proudlft point — and joy ftands dumb. 
Heav’n grant her generous will but pleas’d as mine, • 

And ere the fun yet fets his day’s a year. 

Val. Enough, I anfwer for her willing duty. 

She wants no fenfe of that and knows your worth. 

This day lhall fmile on my cpmpleated wifh. 

Chal. ’Tis more than love’s ftretch’d arrogance <JF hope 
Durft promife my defires. Oh, Sir ! I groan 
Beneath fuch added weight of benefit ! 

You, Curtius like, have caft into the gulph 
Of our funk Burgundy’s ungrateful lhajng, 

Your fame and fortune, to redeem her nam^. 

Vat Fortune’s an empty well and *hoards but air, 

’Till ufe lends weight to wealth — and tafte to Are : '* 
Then Ihine the rich man’s joys— when lbar’dtthey flow ; 
He that wou'd well poflefs, muft wide beftow. t 

\Exeunt omits. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

A garden , belonging to Valdgre’s honfe. 

On one fide , Flotella and Aumele, difeover'd, talking 

ennejlly : On the other , enter Belgard. 

• 

Bet Ol O i he has lodg’d me herej, for his old purpole. 

How bafe are thefe employments !— -J’il torfake 
Thinks he, becaufe I owe his fathers purfe [him. 

A a 3 •• My 
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My poor fubfiftence, I but eat to fin ! 

From this clofe conference, and that low voice, 

The new bride’s faithlefs maid, or I guefs wrong, 

Betrays fome trufted fecret. Hark ! he’s louder. 

Atim. Well — grant that I advis’d the ufeful fcheme, 
■Which authoris’d thy crafty tongue to paint me ^ 

In odious lights j that, feeming not my friend, f 
Her caution fhou’d not catch the leaft faint g^npfe. 
That 1 had bought thy fervice •, was you by mat, 
Commiflion’d to betray me for another, 

And pay Chalons the joys befpoke by me? 

,Flor. If you cou’d hear 1 meant to do you iervice j 

Enrich you, by your lofs never, ’till now. 

Was your hope likely never near, ’till now. 

Aum. Thy fancy is all woman wind and feather! 

Flor. Will you hear me ? 

You fey my Lady’s married thank Heav’n for it. 

And feel the clue that guides you. — Track two footfteps j 
One o’er the trodden path of fome hedg’d held. 

That tempts approach to beat it mote, yet tells notj 
The other ’crols fold lawns ol Ihivering Inow, 

’Till then by hioital wanderer unimprinted ; 

Which of tuefi* two proclaims dilcovtry fooneft? 

Shame fuch fhallow plotters ! When in love, 

InC’reft, or .treafon, your lie blunderer moves. 

Without a woman’s help, his wit deftroys him. 

Atfum. What am I to infer from this fine ftory ? 

Flor. Her marriage but invites^ her lover’s hopes ; 
Unbars the door of doubt, faft lock’d by danger. 

France, you well know, trulls wives with ample freedom ; 
And when thefe wives have maids— thol’emaidsgood friends. 
And thofe friends liberal hearts — what think you now ? 
Aum. Provided fhe confented, this were eafy. 

Flor. O 1 there are arts confent or not confent : 

In fhort, I know fhe loves you- — did you know 
But half as well, who ferves your int’reft there, 
you’d fcorn to weigh how dear the hope may cod ybu, 
Aum. Nay, that’J unjuft reproach. Here’s a new 
witnefs } * [Gives her a purfe. 

i I want 
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I want no grateful will to note thy friendlhip ; 

If it fucceeds, in this fweet view thou Ihew’tt me. 

Be richer than thy miftrefs, 

Flor. See ! 1 told you, 

Shp (hou’d walk there alone— pretend you fought her. 

[Exit Florella. 

* Belgard conies forward. 

Bel. S(|, Sir ! I fee for what you dragg’d me hither. 
Preferr’d tb be your pander ; help to ruin 
A fine young *Lady, form’d for love and piety. 

That (he cou’d ever fancy one fo wicked ! 

Ami. No, no; I brought thee but to take the air. 

Thy dull’d wit wanted frefli’ning ^ and befides, * 
Thou haft a fword edg’d (harp, how blunt foe’er 
Thy furly virtue makes thee — Threat’nings, Belgard, • 
Threat’nings grow frequent, and thefe groves are ioJitary. 
What! you want money notv? That makes you peevilh. 

There [Offers money. 

Bel I fcom your money, Sir ; nor will be bought 
To a bafe ad. I fhall acquaint your lather. 

Aum. Aye, do; he’ll not believe thee— lus own gambols 
Lay not my way, his loves have hard rftund laces ; 

And what men wilh not theirs, they gtyd^ not others. 
Bel. But will not law defend a Lady’s honopa? 
ylum. No, ’cis the Lady’s propert/ : while fo. 

What legal right has power to enter on it ?* 

Grant it were (lolen, (as yet, woes me, it is not) 

Then in comes law indeed, and makes good pen’ worths 
In the rogues rents that robb’d it. — Ah, Belgard! 

Had’ft thou a kinfman judge — -I’d fay, fin cheap; 

But mum lor that So, coufin, go thy way : 

I’ll think on thy advice, mufe here awhile. 

And meet thee at the Vine, to hear .more counfel. 

Bel. Adieu, then, if you’re (till thus obftinate ; 

The lofs is but your own : henceforth, your father 
Shall hold my care excus’d for fuch a fon ; 

And I’ll renouncfcjbis help, or wake his caution. 

I [Exit Belgard. 

A a 4 i Aunk. 
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Aum. He went in pinch of time; for yonder walk* 

A faint, this bluft’ring devil had fear’d from fin. 

He’s born tofpoil my markets.— I’ll ftand (haded. 

[ Aumele ftands on one fide. 

Enter Amelia and Florella. 

Flor. You know I never lik’d him ; if I hadyf 
Good faith, I might have laugh’d myfelf to pixy : 

For cou’d you lee how like a love-fick mope, 

The poor, touch’d penitent, weeps, ptays and curfcs, 
Forfaken tho’ he is, you’d ne’er forget him. 

Jlmel. He has too much deferv’d the pain he fuffers. 
Flor. Wou’d you lhun him ? 

• Perhaps, for much he ever lov’d our grove. 

He may not yet have left it. Look ! — he’s here. 

AmeU I charge you, dir ribt — (lay, and be a witnefs. 
If he dares fpeak — but fure he will not dare. 

Light chance lends flander oft to idle tongues. 

And innocence might fuffer. 

Flor. I will be ijear. [Exit. 

‘Aumele approaches refpe5lful!y. 

" • « 

Aum. Mad^nj — forgive a trembling criminal ; 
Guilty— but greatly puniih’d- —that— thus --led. 

By .trance — his conlcious reverence of your power, 
hermits an aweful anguifli to approach you. 

Amel. Chance was unkind to both ; fince neither’s with 
Cou’d have forecaft a meeting, neither’s reafon 
Cou’d find pretence to jultity. 

Aum. Oh ! my Amelia ! 

Amel. No, falfe Aumele !— forget prefumptuous freedom. 
While I was* yet my own, I was not yours j 
J_,efs can I, when another’s. 

Aum. i was to blame 

But you have punilh’d adoration’s warmth, 

As coldnefs fhou’d be punifh’d ! 

'J Amel 



FILIAL PI8TY. jO« 

Ami* Guilty warmth, 

And adoration’s tranfports never met. 

Aim. Oh! had you feen my agony of foul, 

When, led by fwift repentance, I return’d 

To throw me at your feet but met your father. 

Alter’d like you averfe to ev’ry prayer. 

And al/forgetful of his once kind wifh, 

You would have wept the mifery you caus’d. 

Diftra&ed with my love, rage, lhame, defpair, 

I loath’d my name, race, lite j but, moil, my crime. 
And hid me in your grove— to die abfolv’d. 

Ami. Your being here is adding to your crime : 

If truly penitent, offend no more. 

Aunt. I wou’d have flept away fome fenfe of pain. 
Made the cold earth my bed j and try’d all night, 
Moiften’d by midnight dews, to lhut out lhame : 

But bufy fancy rais’d thy beiuteous form 
(Djftra&wg image !) — giving joy to him. 

Who reaps the harydl my curs’d lolly fow’d. 

Amel. Be dumb — be gone — and never 1«£ me more : 
Honour demands it now, if juftice did jiot. 

I can no more 1 fhou’d forget thee quite, 

But thy fault will not let me. Once I daeamf. 

And flumb’nng fancy Ihew’d thee gay, kind, hOnelt ; 
But, waking, ’twas no more. • 

Aum. You wou’d forget me then ? 

Amel. I muff, and will forget thee. 

Aum If it muff be^ — ’tis beft I take my leave : 

He cannot die too foon, who lives for fcorn. 

Amel. I do not wilh your death ; but go — for ever. 
Aum. For ever is a diimal found, Amelia ! 

Wou’d it be more than pity might allow. 

Since all my crime, bold as it was, was love. 

To grant one laft—foft— trembling — diftant touch, 

IT akes her band to kifs it. 6be draws it back again. 
Of this dear hand — that lhuns me ? ’twjs too much j 
’Twas extaly too great for one cor^icmn’d, 

Amel. Be gone, Aumele 1 . | 

‘ Am. 
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Aum. Grant one nearer rapture— [Takes far band again. 
And it fhall dwell fo fweetly on my thought. 

That memory fhall admit no fad idea. 

This laft permitted tranfport, and I go. [Kijfes her band. 

Enter La Foy, at a defiance , and fiarts. 

Yet, fince I never am to fee you more. 

You will not, mull not, think defpair grows 'bold. 

If I thus force one warmer, dearer draught. 

From thefe prefs’d lips, to cool my feverifh foul. 

, l Struggling, be kijfes her. 

Arnel. Leave me, prefumptuous, grief-ftruck madman, 
leave me. 

Aum. I wou’d but *tis impoffible. 

La Foy. Sure ’tis a vifion.— [Draws bis J word . 

Draw,* ruffian, or thou dy’ft. 

[Aumele retreats fighting in confufion> follow'd 
out by La Foy. 

Ante. Flore.Ha — where ? — Oh ! wretched, loft Amelia ! 
This only wantetj to compleat thy woe. 

My fame’s fair promife, my white name is loft : 

Blood too m uft follow. Innocence, in vain. 

Will ndW‘appeal to truth’s diftrufted aid, 

And I am black as guilt indulging none. 

[ Exit in diforder. 

v 

Enter La Foy, putting ftp his fword. 

, La Foy. Light as the robber’s purpofe was his foot. 
And he has ’fcap’d my vengeance. Now I’m cool. 

Let me refleft. — ^ I’m glad of his efcape. 

His death had broad proclaim’d her now hid lhame. 
What Ihatl J do ? Shall I conceal or tell it ? 

Something I muft refolve, nor injure friendfhip. 

Had ffie been well inclin’d to keep her cautious. 

Her fecret ffiou’d be kept — but — fhe’s a woman j . 
And who can Item thfir paflions ? Tp furmount 


Her 
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Her fex*s rage of heart beneath restraint. 

Is harder than to prop a falling tower. 

Enter Valdore. 

• Val. Good morning, my La Foy. 

La Foy. My Lord, good morrow. 

How if I break it to him ? he is wife, [Jftde. 

And his authority will give due weight 

And warrant’to His counfels. 

It (hall be fo. • 

Val. ’Tis an infpiring fun-- and the day ftiinea ; 

Good omen to your friend’s beginning joys.- * 

La Foy. Yes, the air’s hot — I with it had been purer. % 
Val. 1 never heard it merited that cenfure. 

La Foy. Some climes change fall, my Lord. 

Val. 1 pray, be plain. * • 

La Foy. I (land engag’d for fuch unbounded favour. 
That ’twere to be ungrateiul to be dumb. 

On what concerns your honour. . 

Val. Honour! — how? 

La Foy. Serious and penfive in my morhing walk. 

Led through thefe covering groves and «hia between ’em, 

I faw your daughter and Aumcle — r * * 

Val. How, faw ’em ? • j 

La Foy. Clofe as the grove they kifs’d in. 

Val K.fs’d in, foldier ! t 

La Foy. Faith, Ftp no orator ; 

Knew I a word more kind than kils, you’d had it. 

Val. I hope you faw no guilt, beyond that promife. 

La Foy. Shellruggl’d, and heprefs’d her ; Iheftruggl’d on. 
And he prefs’d clofer. ’Twas no more than woman 
Can all, by nature, do as well as lhe’did. 

Val. I mull inform you, Sir, my daughter’s modefty 
Difcredits this bold tale, that ftains her virtue. 

I know not from what quarter to fufpe£t, 

Unlcfs fome hatred of Aumele’s light race, 

Propcll’d you to accul'e hup. If ’twas fo, 

fTis 
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Tis an ungenerous anger ; that for vengeance 
’Gainft an offending foe, forgets the friend. 

I will, however, hold a watchful eye 
O’er her examin’d conduft ; and mean while 
Truft, and demand your filence. [Exit Valdore angrily. 
Im Foy. Curfe on my wayward fate that fent me here. 

To interrupt their loves It was ill-breeding. * 

Somefoft, cool wit, whom love more warm’d than friendlhip 
Had paft it o’er, or forwarded the bufinefs ; 

So wifely gain’d good-wijl — and pleas’d Jem all. 

' Enter Chalons. 

, Chal. Muttering alone, La Foy ? what fretful fcheme. 
What melancholy rage of honeft heart, 

Difturbs thy fpleen thus early,? prithee brighten ; 

Since Fortune fmiles at laft — for (hame, fmile with her. 
If thou’rt untouch’d within, and know’ll no joys 

Thy own let mine infpire thy fullen temper. 

La Foy. Yes — that’s a wife man’s plot — thy joys di- 
sturb me. ( ' 

Chal. Thot? art too good for envy ? What then moves 
thee ? 1 

How can aliappinefs, like mine, diflrefs thee ? 

Married to bfaifty reconcil’d to hope; 

Splendid in riches in thy friendlhip happy ; 

And 'bled by fame and love what want I more? 

La Foy. One thing I’m fure you want. 

Chal. What’s that ? 

La Foy. Diftrult 
Of woman’s wavering love. 

Chal. Nay, now thou’rt cynical : 

Merits my wife no truft ? 

La Foy. Aye^ truft her on. 

As to myfelf, I feel no pain for woman : 

’Twas for your fake, I found one not quite angel. 

Chal. For my fake ! f. be explicit m thy charge. 

And eafe my heart’s new anguilh. 

La 
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La Fey. No — reft it here: 

You are too young a lover— ill prepar’d 
For proofs your faith will ftart from*, ’twill unman you. 
Chat. What can’ft thou mean ? 

La Fey. Why fhou’d 1 pull down plagues ? 

Why fhould I ftrike difeales through thy bones. 

Beyond the cure of medicine fcorch thy blood j 

Rob thy torn hours of peace and fend in pain ? 

Better continue blind, than fee but mifery. 

Cbal. Thou ftrik’ft a deadly coldnefs to my heart. 
Point out this foe«to life ; that, like a man, 

I may fubclue, or bear it. Am I nor, 

("Cruel La Foy ! ) was I not bred— a foldicr ? 

If it be fate. I’ll meet it— -if but a fault 
That cankers on my mind, I’ll cut it offt 
Or cure it by my rcafon. Thus adjur’d. 

If you continue dumb, you floubt my courage. • 

La foy. I’ve heard that married mcnlind friends inheav’n* 
You fliou’d have many there — pray their kind guard 
To keep your fair wife chafte. # 

Cbal. Stay — What faid’ll thou ? 

Take this devouring wolf out oi my brfefi** 

Stay or for ever lolc me. 

La Foy. Nay 1 but go, 

Left I fhould lofe thee. 

Cbal. I lave a care thou doft not ; 

Thou haft inflam'd me now and l will iu\c it. 

La Foy. Nay — be content thou haft it. 

Cbal. Death and h* II 

Haft it ! what have I l 

Im Foy. Why, a fine young wife. 

How can I help it, if Ihe too has claims, 

Beyond all rights allow’d her. • 

Cbal. Rights! claims', Furies! 

Speak plainly, or thou dy’ft. 

' La Foy. Why there ’tis, now ! 

Was it my fault, that I don’t likejher lading 
The fon of your wrong’d lather’s mortal enemy ? 


CbuL 
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Cbal. Nay, then — the -world has no fix’d honour in’t > 
And he whom moil I lov’d, is moft a villain. 

La Fay. Hark— my hot child 1 villain’s a wrong, bad 
Ufe it no more — or, if again thou fpeak’ft, [word j 
Think twice, who hears — and let no name denote him. 

Cbal. Nature and name thy own — hear it to heav’n,' 
Ye faints, that wafte no prayer for falfhood damn’d j 
Hear it, ye winds, and blow it through his ear, 

’Till his heart fhrinks to feel it that La Foy, 

His friend’s belyar, his ftain’d fword’s difgracer, 

Envies fuperior blifs and is a villaih. 

La Foy. Madman, be dumb for ever. Thou haft ihrunk 
Indeed my feeling heart, and pour’d in horror. 
[Drawing.] Look here — behold this fword— bright as the 
*Tis drawn for — never was it ftain’d, ’till now j [truth 
But, when it wears thy blood, ’twill blufh for pity. 

Chat. Hold— ere thy courage dares this defp’rate ftake, 
Throw not for life on the bad chance of guilt 
Own but thy falfhood — it (hall ftand forgiven. 

La Foy. Wittal ! thy wife’s a wanton-that’s truth ; keep 
She’ll want it fo/'Jier dowry. [falfehood, 

Cbal. Oh£‘r% father ! [ Drawing . 

This was your Heart’s try’d friend ; you lov’d him long > 
And, with your dying breath. • you bad me love him : 
Now, from the grave that hides you from his guilt. 

If poflibly thofe aweful eyes pale beams 
Cantpierce the marble vault — Oh 1 fee me wrong’d, 

And groan reluftant licence to revepge it. [geance. 

La boy. Amen-to that ; where the wrong lies, fall ven- 
[ Offering the medal ] Here — ere I kill thee — take back 
what thou gav’ft me. 

Take all that bears thy virtuous father’s image j 

Take back this kils- worn paper fhou’d thy fword 

Force a fucocfs thy crime’s bad caui’e difclaims, 

’Twou’d, if I then retain’d that good man’s gift, 

Seem drawn againft thy father. Take it from me ! 

Tear it, and fcatter it jn air for ever j 

So has thy rafhnefs torn the love that bound us. 

Cbal, 
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Chal. What wou’d this paper teach me ? 

La Foy. Teach thee — nothing j 
Diftradbon will not learn— it ihuns to hear. 

*Tis the dear, grateful oath he fign’d and gave me. 

On the victorious evening of a day, 

Thou dar’ft not hear me name without a blu/h. 

When cover’d o’er with blood, from wounds ill earn’d. 
In thy unthank’d defence — then fall’n and hopelefs. 

Half trampled into earth beneath the hoofs 
Of fiery Villeroy’s barb’d iron fquadron j 
He fnatch’d me oo lfis breaft — hail’d my fword’s labour. 
He wept, kind man ! wept tears of grateful joy— . 
Gave that feal’d, written oath, to pay me greatly j 
Or, Ihou’d he die unable, leave th’ oblig’d in charge, 

(I fcorn to name him) bound himlelf to pay me. 

Well has he paid his father’s vow ! — quick— -tear it. 

Let not the bond upbraid th’ee. Cancel that. 

Since thou haft blotted me ; then, if J fall. 

The payment I declin’d in life — dies too. 

Chat. [ Drops bis f:vord.\ Oh ! all ye Jjlilsful angels, 
who have leen me, ,» 

What horror am 1 ’lcap’d from ! 

La Foy. Raife thy fall’n point. * 

Chal. Not for a thoufand wrongs wou’d I rfcffft thee. 
Perilh th’ unlift’ritig rage of human pride, • 

That burns up kind icmembrance !— wound me— kill me ; 
’Tis but to take your own— the life you fav’d me. , 
Generous La Foy !--brave hearts make room for pity ! 
Say but I’m pardon’d, and I’ll dare look up. 

Meet thy offended eyes— -ami hear thee chide me. 

Why was love touch’d too roughly ? 

I/iy boy . \_Putting tip bis Uv u id.] Did I ? — faith, 

I halt begin to doubt I was to blame- — v- 
But ’twill be always thus in womens mattena* 

Clap one of thole white make-bates ’twixt twopigeons, 
You turn ’em into vultures. 

Chal. You fay ftrangely, * 

My wife gave wanton freedoms, to the fon 
Of my worft enemy? — Sure ’twas impolfible 1 

La 
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La Fey. Likely enough — we’ll walk and wafte an hour 
On fotne frelh fubjeft •, air our glowing bloods, 

’Till they grow cool as reafon-, then refume 
That feathery theme, and find its weight anon. 

Think — have you mark’d no favour from her eyej 
When it furvey’d Aumele ? 

Cbal. Aumele has long 
Made boaft of her attachment to his folly ; 

But, as ’twas folly taught him to believe it, 

I charg’d it to his lightnefs. Yet — ’twas odd. 

When the prieft join’d our hands, Ihedragg’d her’s back. 
Trembling and cold ; then rais’d it to her eyes. 

Cover’d an ill-tim’d tear, and figh’d profound. 

Let me confider [Paufes. 

La Fey. Do ; and this do further. 

If fhe has guilt, and you dare fearch it boldly, 

Truft ny advice make light of my grave jealoufy : 

Laugh when you tell it her call it the blunder 

Of an uncourtly tafte, not broke to gallantry. 

I will contrive Belgard, the honeft hater 
Of Aumele’s Ihajuelefs riots, (hall be lent. 

As from hisj'ady-r, to require your prelence 
For two whole bays, to wait th’ alfembled Hates. 

Obey the fummons with alTum’d regret. 

Mourning fuch tedious abfence. Then take leave. 

And go no farther, than to Belgard’s brother’s. 

But^have a care women have lubtle piercings - r 

Kifs warm at parting — clofer — longer — kinder : 

Squeeze a moie hard, blind lover’s ‘hug, than ever. 

Cbal. I will. 

La Fey. Then leave the rcfl to me. 

Cbal. Oh ! what a blifs might marriage hopes create, 
\Ver y but its joys as permanent as great ! 

[Exeunt omnes. 


ACT 
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A C T IV. SCENE I. * 

4 < 

* An Anti-cbambcr in Valdore’s flot/fe. 

Enter Florella and young Aumele. 

Flor. "XT O U a young lover, ahd fo near his miftrefs-*-* 
J[ And fhc'a'deep too— and ftand wifely doubting t 
Go, and proteft your tears within yon night-gown ■, . 
Then lately fill your ahtent rival’s place. 

Darknefs can tell no tales if rapture does not: 

It you mufl fpcak, take care you don’t too foon ; 

Wife women know, miftakes once paft are helplefs. 

Aunt. But wheie’s that fuller? ti iend ? Did he gowith him ? 
Nor No, no — theCount’s kind, undiftrufting goodnefsj 
Thank’d the rough foldn r’s too officious fight. 

The hmband’s uf al v. < — and click’d ljiserron 
An, n. ‘mpolnble 1 .1 

Flor. What can be fo to woman ? 

Drown’d in due teai s, and rack’d by ftrdhg defpair* 
hied from the garden to her < hajiber’s Ihelter,® * 

She tore her hair, 4>eat wilu her beauteous bpfom; 

Curs’d every fleeping ftar, that watch’d not innocence i 
Wounded the fenfelels floor with bleeding nails, t 
As it lhe plough’d up^rav-s to cover lhame. 

Juft in this tempeft o? urigoiein’d rage. 

In comes th’ all-huflung hu.band; kils’d her to ftillnets, 
And every whirlwind’s wing grew fledg’d with down } 
Soft lent his head on her lurd-i. aving boloj 
While in an eager, doulv-dilpell’d embrace 
He broke the tnain of ftar that held her duf^b. ✓ 

Aum. No more of their embtacing pal^mat byh 

Flor . He told her all the rough La Foy’s repoit. 

But laugh’d at, while he told it — ^Generous lpoule ! 

He fcorn’d to tie too s It ar — ’twas Vronging love ! 

Vot. II. 1> b ’ Sorry 
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Sorry he was (and there the jell grew pang-full) 

That, for two endlefs ages — two Jong — nights l 

He mull, that moment, leave her. All the reft 
I have already told you ; and thus near her, 

I dare not trull, in my conftraint of mufcles. 

To tell it o'er again — for I fhall laugh ; 

Nay, laugh too loud and if lhe wakes, all’s over. 

Aum. By Cupid’s dart. 

Hove thee for thy virtues ! Thy keen rays 
Of fparkling wantonnefs have fir’d my fancy. 

And I could kifs thee into tenfold extafy ! 

„ [Ktjfes her eagerly. 

Flor. Plha ! mind your bufinefs, my French man of 
ftraw ; 

Soon kindled, loon burnt out — The proverb knew ye. 
Aum. Well — thou lhalt fee I am a judge’s fon ; 

l will be ftay’d, and reverefid But let me once 

Catch thee behind the curtain of occafion. 

And if there’s judge or ferjeant ’mongft ’em all 

Makes fweeter ufe of darknefs I’m his client. 

Heav’n fave me, 1 what a dreadful thought was that ? 

Flor. M Y'-tyf: and mylelf, alone inhabit 
This right of the manfion — You may fecure 

Undrefs in the next chamber i two doois farther 
Y ou’U find yow hope foft fleeping. T ake the night-gown. 
She’ll dream theCount return’d. Keep your voice under } 
Short murm’rings pals tor eloquence in Jove. 

WHifper, whene’er you give her breath for queftion. 

That you receiv’d freflr orders, and return’d. 

Aum Sweet oracle !— Hadlt thou been born in Greece, 

Cupid were King of Delphos. Here, eat gold 

Melt the whole purfe. [Gives her a purfe. 

Flor. One/hint more I’ll give you 

When you Acceed, triumphant in your fcheme. 

Own, kAoft tumult, and with humbled joy. 

The pleating theft— - Left, ignorant ot that. 

She might blah fecret* in a hufband’s ear, 

Wou’d fet his brains u madding. Timely warn’d. 


She 
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She will be glad to bury what is paft ; 

And for her own fake, or for yours, conceal it: 

Aum. No more, but trull me to my fate — Away j 
I can no longer my fierce joys delay ; 

Too fwiftiy ended, with approaching day. 

[Exeunt fever ally * 


Enter La Foy, ftftly. 

LaFoy. By the Counts mafter-key I've paft three doori. 
Yet fiil to find this*clofet. ’Tis no matter, 

I’m fure I’ve fprung my quarry So there needs 

No covert, from a game already ftarted. 

How (hall I aft ? If I alarm the houfe. 

And he once more efcapes, Valdore’s blind trufl: 

In this chafte daughter’s modffty, will break 
Hi^lpleen with laughter and conclude me mail. 

Enter Chalons, penfoe. 

Hark ' there’s fome cautious ftep l >jnuft be he j 

He enter’d with a view, that bids tread . 

Guilt (lands in need of filence. May this* 

Good fword and arm for ever fiwUne, . 

If he out-lives this meeting A 

Cbal. Who is there ? ' • 

La Foy. Shrink from thy horrid purpcjfa* fafaljjzfird s 
Is not that voice Chalons’ ? , * 

Cbal. La Foy ? *’*’ 

La Fey. The fame. 

Speak foftly — Why are you come hither, now ? 

You promis’d to be patient, and expert 
’Till I return’d to call you. 

Cbal. Is (he innocent ? 

I glow with pain to wait the dear, wifh’d news. 

I dare be fworn, you found her watchful virtue, 
Befieging Heav’n with pray’rs for ltiy return. 

How have you mark’d hek bufied ? 'All was hulk'd, 

B b ? \ sA 
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As through the private grot I pafs’d unfeen •, 

All was ferene as peace. Still midnight nods. 

And nothing breathes in this lull’d houfe like guilt. 

La Fey. I hope, all’s well— and wilh you wou’dbegone. 
Cbal. Begonefirft, felf tormenting jealoufy ! 

Thou dire camelion, that from air’s each blaft 
Catcheft new colours — — — and deceiv’ft to live ! 

Honeft La Foy— ’tis generous, as a God, 

To change hard hafty doom — and make it mercy. 

La Foy. In mercy too, fome fears I yet retain ; 

Remitted but not cur’d. Go — - my heart bleeds. 

And Hums to tell thee more— Go hence, this moment. 
Cbal. Nay, then there’s fate ! 

La Foy. You’ll make it fate, by flaying. 

Cbal. Anfwer me only this. 

La Foy. Be brief propofeit. 

Cbal. What have you feen — of what I dread to hea^? 
LaFoy. Beft friend— your forrows make you doubly fuch. 
Cbal. Go on : I find then there is caufe for forrow. 

La Foy. Oh! wou’d toHeaven there was not. I have feen 
( Opprefs’d by ai* thy miferies made my own. 

How can I frube.ue) thy fond faith’s mifplac’d. 

I love thee morfc than ever •, for I add 

My pity to my friendfldp* * 

Thou muft prepare thjJ honeft heart fin: woe. 

Here, like a ghofttha? haunts its hidden treafure. 

With melancholy gjide thou ftalk’ft along. 

Fond of the d-jrty eJ.ssb thou tak’ft for gold. 

Cbal. If thriti haft pity, torture me no longer. 

LaFoy. Sfarce had I turn’d the corner of the ftreet 

That fronts ^his fatal houfe ere I beheld 

Swift paflingpy me, muffled from their note, 

Amelia’s faitydefs favourite maid, Florella ; 

And cl'Afe behind her, as fin follows hard 
Upon temptation’s heels, on ftalk’d Aumele. 

I faw ’em enter— faw the door {hut foftly : 

Watch’d, ’till the lights extinguifh’d fhew’d all quiet } 
I’hen follow’d, by thfe way yoi' lately taught me. 


He’s 
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He’s Hill within j if you, without much noife. 

Search dole, you’ll find him clofer. It he ftarts. 

I'll feizehim at his out-lhot. 

Cbal. Give me thy fwofd. 

La Foy. I’ll keep it for your ufe— but not your folly. 
CbaL If you refufe it now, you (lain my tame. 

La Foy. You know I wear it, but to ferve your caufe j 
Let me go wich it, you command it freely. 

Cbal I {hall be lham’d for ever, it thy ralhnefs 
Denies to trull me with it. 


La Foy. So adjur’d, 

I am no more its mailer Ule it wifely. 

Cbal. Go, and be fafe then - by the way you came. 
Take my repentant thanks for all pall goodnels, 

[ bmbractng La Foy. 
And pardon your poor friend, that— once— he wrong’d you. 
Oh 1 my La Foy, they who have loldiers’ hearts, • 
Unmingled with the lovers’, never felt 
The lott’ning pangs of tendernels we fufter. 

Did you bur know to what excels of joy 
I rais’d my loolilh hope, from this lov’d) woman. 

You wou'd forget my fault and c^iP^bweaknefv. 

La Foy. Before you let your paflion loole once more. 


Take care it not deceives vou > r -fc leedfullv • • 
Convince yourfelflf wrongs, we now but«feai : 

And, above all, be mindful llie’s aVronjan. 

Cbal. Yet once embrace me, deaiy tft a.kind La Foy. 
If we mufl meet no mpre — —.tell fl)?hait woritf 
My wrongs - and vindicate an itrjtir’d name 

[Exit, as chaml 

La Foy I’ll hover near, and hold attentive, note 
On what may want picvention. Swords uyd raflily. 
May jullify intrulion eveiy where. • I - 

I haunt no beauty’s bed-chambers — Pi ay Ht^v’i^r 
He finds not Aumelc does 1 lais’d my v6*n % 


woritf 


. the chambe) . 


Higher than prudence ton’d it, pur pole ly 

To wain eft ape horn danger. 'Broth, this pain 

Wounds my poor fuend, iheyond tie caule’s claim : 

B\j 3 ‘ -"^^cou’d 
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| cou’d half lute tnyfelf, for having given it. 

, f A noifeef footftepi within. 

That's a new ftep, and near me ; by it* found, 

JTis from a different quarter. 

Enter Florella, frighted. 

Flor Sure ! I heard 

Some noife — and* it my fear deceiv'd me not. 

The hum of biff y voices. Now ’tis hufh’d ; 

And 1 almoft dare hope, ’twas but the echo 
Of the wind’s hollow groan, through empty chambers. 
I’ll venture lift’ning at the inner door j 
Left lome alarm has reach’d them. 

T Pajftng near La foy, he feizes her. 
La Foy, Whp art thou, 

That thus, in dead of night, with robber’s tread, 

Steal’ft to fome purpos’d fcene of frighted guilt ? 

Flor. Say rather, what prefuming ruffian’s grafp, 
With-holds me from my duty ?— Who, or what thou 
Jday’ft be, my trembling heart wants power to gueis. 

La Foy. I'&Viy thy raven’s croak. 

Flor. I ath’dJPd Florella ; 

Attendant on the Countgf^of Chalons. 

La Foy. Thou art thr brib’d fhe-ba\ld that led Aumele* 
Hopeful of*liveli$r ptpcime, to the fword. 

That his vain jw.itjjpce and punifh’d vanity 
Have fail’d t € youth fron^ 

Flor. Heaf/’n forbid ! 

Alas I is A vmele dead ? 

La Foy. How dar’ft thou doubt it ? 

Flor. Wm> murder’d him ? 

Lq.Foy. S^y, ’ewas La Foy. 
hlor.^1 ^f/ew 

Thy voice, but too, too well. 

La Foy. Thou’rt come to die ; 

I waited but ’till Hear’n’s juft anger fent thee, 

For thojiart doom’dfto follow^ 
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Flar. Oh ! for pity I 

Spare my defencexefs life. I will kneel, weep, 

Beg mercy undeferv’d— and tell thee all. 

La Fey. Has the unhappy Counted e'er before 
Been guilty with Aumele i 

•Flar. No by my foul 1 

Nor is fhe guilty now. 

La Fey. Play’ft thou at riddles ? 

Flor. Hark! what’s that frightful noife ! I hear daih'd 
And die with apprehenfion. [fword% 

La Foy. Go — »-I want leifure. 

But (hall examine further. Do but prove 
Thy Lady innocent, and claim fome pity. 

Which is the Count’s gilt clofet ? 

Flor. See it there. 

La Foy. 1 have the key — in enter and be fafc. 

Lock’d from efcape or dan^br i ’till I ripen 
The growing diftant hope, that may releafe thee. 

[Shuts her in the clofet. T ikes the key , 
and puts itjn his pocket. 
And now, forgetful of all forms, I rufy 
To intcrpole prevention. A^Ugoing— Starts. 

1-Tnrrirl hand ! t 


Enter ChAons, his fimrq^rawn cmd$ioody. 

Eyes horrid 1 mien confus’d amj^smrfword blcjody. 

Make needlds all enquiry. 4 | 

Chal. He is dead* w * \ 

La hoy. Alas I too fure you found him ! Oh, 'twas 
thoughtlefs 1 1 

What will his father, what Valdore, wha'/aw. 
Misjudging cenfure, and the public tongij*, v 1 

What will the world and Heav’n conLkwtjfi this ? 

Chal. I did not kill him bafely. *'-* 

La Foy. Where is your wife ? # [name 

Chal. I’ve given her to the wkids— -They'll blow her 
Round the four bordert of her cdbntry’s fcotflL 

B\> 4 ’ \LaFy. 
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La Fey . JoyJefs Chalons !— you kill’d him in her bed ? 
Cbal. No, not in bed — I found him kneeling near.it. 
He figh’d, and kiis’d her hand with amorous boldnefs, 
Mutt’rjng his tranlports o’er it. Oft, m vain. 

He try'd to interrupt her torrent rage 
Of agoniz’d reproach, and confeious fliame. 

Cruel, unkind Aumele ! I heard her fay ; 

How can I fee the fun, when day-break comes ? 

How meet my injur’d hufband’s dreadful eye% 

My reverend father’s tears, my friends difdain. 

The hoot of the light rabble’s cutting fcorn. 

And all the killing anguifh I mult owe thee ? 

Go - - for if here, by fome difaft’ tous chance, 
Difcover’d — ’twill undo me. Patience bore it. 

Even to this madding length ’twas all itcou’d. 

And I was tame no longer. 

La F°y- ’Twas indeed ' 

Too much for injur’d excellence, like thine. 

To bear, from blind depravity of tafle. 

That left to feed upon a houndlefs lawn. 

And brows’d on,a dry common ! 

Cbal. Out, TjPpnce, 

Jlurfl my telfritSefs rdge. Swift flept I to him. 

Sending, njy honeff fword befoie <cb.u ne’ti, 

’Till then, Ijai^ arm’d a hand unworthl/. 'lake, 

I cry’d, regdrdlefs of t^efhrieks fheiais’d. 

Take a defence jmdup, protect thy vilenefs 

Nordome baCiy tho’ bufdy y rang'd. 

He rofe— leap’* back, a?id- wonder ’d-'-Paus’d, flood dumb. 
And, lor awrfje, declin’d his urg’d defence. 

1 fhouldn/t,” he began and purpos’d more, 

“ In fuch a Arfufe as this” — I flopp’d him ihort — — — 
Pour’^ in reploach, and rous’d him into firmnels. 

He, imjaisiy?n, grew hot came fiercely on • 

Met the &fcfdi<5live point Sigh’d loud, apd fell. 

La Fey. Trembling I afk — rafh, violent Chalons ! 

Afk with a friend’s top, apprehenfive dread ; 

Afk, fince I mull prepare my c?r for anguifli, 

J What 
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What follow'd this beginning ? The offence 

Was bitter— ——bitterer ftill th’ offender’s fate ! 

Oh, 'twas enough ! — and afk’d no weak partaker. 

Cbal. Eafe thatungrounded pain— Icou’dnotwound her. 
Oh ! had’ft thou feen, and heard, thou had’ft notfear'd it. 

Speechlefs with horror wafting fruitlefs tears ; 

Trembling, with force that fhook the curtains round her; 
Wringing her hands, in half- rais’d attitude, 

And bending o’er the bed, through night’s pale gleam, 
She mark’d the bleeding form, and ey’d it ghaftly. 

“ Cruel, loft, fhamelefs wanton ! — Oh !” I cry’d, 

“ I want a name to fpeak thee ! Shou’d I kill thge, 

“ What marble heart of cenfure durft reproach me : 

“ But I remember what thou, wanton, did’ftnot; 

“ And for thy fex, I fpare thee. Be this room 
“ Thy prifon, ’till that venerable judge, 

“ Thy own fhock’d father, ’fentence, or releafe thee.” 
There, as I turn’d to go, th’ unhappy ttarter 
Sprung from her pillow, caught my feet, and held ’em ; 
Clung, like her beauty’s influence, fail and painful ; 
Hung her dragg’d weight on my marched knees. 

That, trembling, fcaicc fuflain’d me.y.'fyt the door. 
Fainting and hopelels, fhe relax’d her hiSld! 

I lnatch’d th’ afiliitiifg moijjp^*. t fliook her from me ; 
And, priton’d in fcer chamber, lilt her captive. 

Comp nion of a flatterer cold andVdumb, 

And now grown taftelcfs of a Lady^Jflkmg. 

La Foy. Poor, poos Amelia !, wh-tPa lafe is-yours" 1 
How fall’n, from ycfler morning's awe-mVc’d fhine. 

Of white untainted beauty Since ’tis^thus, 

I mull: approve the lad appeal propos’d, i 
To an impartial judge, at once, and fathei/ 

His influence too, in your judicial procefs,| 

Will ballance, and ’twill all be needful thei<». 

The vengeance of a judge lels juft than he, * » 

Cbal. Too generous, ill-rewarded, lov’d Valdore ! 

How fhall my fick’ning foul find ftrength to meet him ! 

I cannot— —’Tis imp?ffib}e. 1 . „ 

" \LaF«y, 
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La Fey. *Tis neceffary : 

Leave to my care that melancholy duty ; 

I'll bring him firft prepar’d to ftand the {hock. 

Cbal. But break not in on his too {hort repole; 

Shake not his unfufpedting heart abruptly ; 

Wait 'dll his ufual hour of waking comes : 

'Twill be too loon, however long delay’d. 

To iigh fuch forrows to him. 

La Fay. I’ll go liften. [Exit. 

Cbal. Oh what a change can one Ihort hour bellow ! 
To bury man’s beft hopes in endlefs woe ! 

Beauty’s frail bloom’s a cheat ! Valour’s brief fame 

An empty found the lhadow of a name ! 

Jkiches are envy’s bait — Scorn haunts the poor 

In death alone, from pain we reft fecure. [Exit. 


ACT V. SCENE L 


Anti-chamber. 

Chalons in the floor, half rais'd, and weeping. 

Chat . T T 7" H Y lhou’cMt be a fin,wheif life grows painful, 
YY *To end in' and to truft futurity ? 

Whom can thejy*t|pHed here offend above. 

By fiaft’ning fc ramafjer ? Guilt, indeed, 

Might pale th f expiring^nurd’rer’s confcious cheek, 
Ghaftly witlufear to meet the dead man’s eye, 

Now glaz’d/ to glare a vengeance But the wrong’d. 

The foul-ficftfufferer the defpis’d — th’ infulted — — 

The poor, »p*i’d bonding, that, grown old in want. 
Begs hfc^ouPdraught, and drinks it mix’d with fcorn ; 
What hwfc thefe groundling windfalls of the world. 

To fear from future tempefts ? Out, falle meteor! 

Faithlefs in every fom This life deludes us. 

Valour’sJjpt pride’s Wg bubble, Honefty, 

The plaM m^u’s devi’ous path ro fliun prosperity. 

' ) Learning 
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Learning and wit (not proftitutes to power) 

Are marks for lhafted envy. Beauty (curfe her I) 

Lures us to every chace of every joy. 

That every plague may blaft us — Love’s blind fool-mark 
Stamp'd on the Almighty’s weaken’d image, man. 
Tempts but a woman’s mifehief.— Down, proud worms ! 

Fill your ftretch'd mouths with dull and farewel all. 

[Throws bimfelf proftrate. 


, Enter Valdore and La Foy. 

LaFoy.See ! my goodLord, where on the floor extended, 
Torn by too fierce a fenfe of ftrong diltrefs. 

The mournful mifery of his fate has caft him ! * 

Val. Leave this deje&ed bed of humble forrow- . 

For her, who — from thine fofter — fadly fell ; 

Fell, e’en tooftain’d and low for this laft refuge. 

La Foy. Find the forgotten firmnefs of thy broy, 

And with a manly meeknefs meet companion. 

Who, that e’er lov’d a woman, liv’d exempt 
From weaknefs that o’er-rates her ? — I* ye, Chalons ! 

Is this that fam'd enliv’ner of the field, ’ 

Whole heart grew fprightly at the trumpet’s call ? 

Oh ! I have leen thee war againft diftrui ; 

Charge home, o^&ftnelkand fatigue at once, . 

And conquer in Jioth onio^sT* Come*, cqme, rile; 

Shift this fad feene of lhame : change it left- views 

Of opening glory— that Ih^dSfzle pain. 

Lookup the reverend witnefs S^tkyfctcggknels 1 ’ 

Hides his own’s heart’s diltrefs, to comlort thine. 


Chal. [Half t ah' d.) Oh! my affliftedifather ! 

That I thus \ 

Dare face the lorrows on that aweful brow/ 

(Which but lor generous pity ol my woes, j 
Had felt no home-born pang) — requires t >ore c/urage. 
Than ever warm’d the veins of warring you'it' . 

Val. Reach me thy hand — Lean on my feeble aid ; 
And, every way confiding, ta flyny help. 

Chal. Too much already have ^talk’d thy goodnefs ; 
Too ill have I repay’d i*s wafted care. 

How 
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How can I look on miferies I have made! 

When I was funk beneath loft mercy's hope ; 

Found by no far-ftrain’d eye this hand’s kind——. 

Took pity on my wants ; ftretch’d out relief. 

And drew me from a prifon’s joylefs gloom. 

Val. No more of that fad tale forget it, now ; 

One far more fad repels it. 

Chal. Never, never. 

Will I forget the hand’s kind help that lav’d me : 

From all this deep diftrefs you call’d me up*; 

Chac’d infult, grinding poverty, and lhatne ; 

HeaJ’d ev’ry infelt fting contempt can wound with ; 
Gave me your power, friends, fortune — gave me — Oh !— 
How lhall I, trembling, add — gave me your daughter ! 
Val. Worle than I fear’d— LaFoy thou haft deceiv’d me. 

Cruel Chalons ! Since Ihe deierv’d to die. 

Had but her lhame dy’d with her, 1 had ftrove 

To hold back nature’s tax thefe father’s tears. 

And labour’d to forgive thee. 

Chal. Sir ! but hear me. 


Val. ’Tis needl^fs— What have artful words to do 
With a pain’d gafent’s anguilh ? Sooth not me 
With unavailing flattery. Let vain youth 
Tafte falls mens frothy pra ifes ' — — * .‘ge is wiler : 
Age has experience in furth fru clefs wiles - 
Will not be flatter’ knows, that ralli revenge 

Is blinder than tffijgf/fiion How am I lure 

My daughter 'Vtas rfot innocent ? — y— The jealous 

Dream that they Ice bell when darkeit. 

La ley. MwLord, my Lord, 

Lend you carltalmly. 

Val. Had ha but let her live to own her guilt ; 

Ilad IAut teaa it in herfilent eye, 

I had foKgiverfhim both — yet one too much. 

1 Ie lbatch^rfhe fword from the wrong’d hand of law. 
And plung’d it in the ltrong’s unlentenc’d breaft : 

The weak fliou’d have Reap’d — and touch’d his mercy. 


La Foy. G ive him hif way, miftaken grief impels him s* 
Anon, h^wul'pejuller. j 
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Val. Jufter! Jufterl— • 

What juftice has he right to ? — Juftice, fay’ft thou ? 
What juftice can th* ungrateful fquand’rer plead. 

That ruins his redeemer ? — Has he not 
Pour’d mifery on my dotage ? All my joys. 

The poor faint ri mnants of an old man’s gleanings. 

For his few, feeble wifhes ! at one blow. 

Cut from their tender root, deftroy’d for ever ! 

Oh ! ’twas a black return — to me, who lov’d him ! 
What, tho’ he knew not half her claims to pity. 

He Ihou’d have frft tor me. I lov’d — I watch’d her ; 
Rais’d her from prattling infancy, to wonder 1 u 
She touch’d my charm’d (perhaps too partial) heart. 

I priz’d her own fweet bloom-— flili more endear’d. 

By her dead mother's likenei’s. He Ihou’d have flopp’d. 
When his fell point was rais’d, and thought whole pangs 
Were to partake his liiff’rings. • 

Cbal. llad flic been dead— 

Had lhe— (but, oh t flic is not)- — been partaker 
Of her loll paramour s difaftrous fate ; 

Think then — oh ! then— how had my horror torn me ; 
Who fcarce fupport, with life, th’ undue Reproach. 

Val. What fays my La Foy ? Does he not mean 
That my Amelia (Wes ! , t * * 

La Foy. She doifs, my 1 >rd : » 

I told you that before but your fad heart 
Repell’d the offer’d comfort. * 

Val. Generous Chalons ! ' » 

Scarce has the daughters crime more wrong’d thy goodnef. 
Than did the lather’s anguifh. 

Cbal. Oh ! my dear 1 . 01 d 

Cou’d fome defeending angel but reftore / 

Her innocence (for ever loll') — lend’peace 
Of mind once more— and make life taileful to hr. \ 

To fuch excefs of tondnefs am I her’s. 

That I wou’d burn difeernment’seyes to blindnefs. 

Rather than fee a fault, in one fo Wv’d— 

So much has this day’s torture coftfimy foul ! 

La Foy. Chalons, tho i haft a fare friend’s voice in 
heav’n. My 
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My General oft wou*d fay— “ Pray, foldiers, pray » 

** If you deferve fuccels— *Tis yours for afking.” 

Alas ! I have too feldom try’d this power; 

Who knows, but iome fuch angel as you wifh'd for, 

(I am no teazing, troublefome invoker) 

May in your dofet, on my prayer defcend. 

Ana whiten the llain’d name that paints your love. 

[Goes, and vnlockt the clo/et. 
Val. Poor man— thy griefs have touch'd thy pitying 
friend, 

'Till his hurt brain grows frantic. 4 
L* Foy. Appear, thou wing<clipt daemon !— If thou 
hop’ll 

To fhun the doom that waits perdition's tribe, 

Walh thy lav'd foul from all its native black. 

And take an angel’s form— Truth’s convert friend. 

v [La Foy leads out Florella. 

Val. What means this ? — Florella ! 

Flor. I once was Flordla ; 

But Heav’n has touch’d my heart with will lb new, 

That my old narite offends me. 

La Foy. Anlitfer, firft. 

Truly and briefly, as when lar* T w/.^ht tire, 

Skulking' through nightsis^er' gloom, ihat wanted lhade 
To fuit thy darker purpjife — i'Vnfwer, plainly. 

Is thy unhappy Laity iynocent, 

In Aumele’s dkejd&rfmion to her chamber ? 

Or, is Ihe gUiljy of it ? * 

Flor. Innoamt. 

Val. How U-Innocent ? 

Chal. A wre — her hulband abfent, 

Admits a lov^- in his room, at midnight--- 
Fountlf^n hef chamber, in a loofc dif-robe : 

Nay, in' 'ihe, hulband’ s night-drefs Yet all this. 

Thy venal evidence (falfe maid >) calls innocence! 

La Foy. Pray le*herfpeak. My Lord, you are a judge f 
Shou’d an acculer browbeat witnefles, 

Or interrupt their anf^ers ? [To Valdore. 

Chal, Nay,lLa Foy ; 

, Pity* 
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Pity, thus forc’d* growsinfult. I have told thee, 

I heard her loud reproach confefc the guilt* 

To am’rous Aumele, when kneeling by her bed. 

She call’d him cruel Aumele Bid him. begone * 

For, if he there was found, her name was biaded. 

• La Fey. Away with fuch drain'd proofs. Had I myfelf 
Been there, but on lome far more honed purpole. 

Poor foul ! lhe might have faid the fame to met 
When blund’ring accident alone had brought me. 

Val. I think, Chalons, you faid that Aumele knelt 

But near Amelia'* bed Was it not more ? 

Flor. Had it been more She dill were innocent^; 

Unconfcious of his coming. I alone 
Was guilty. I (betray’d by bribe’s profufion) 

Admitted the deaf, head-fl^rong, thoughtlefs lover. 

Both to the houfe and chamber. I advis’d 
The night-gown's needful eftver. I gave notice • 

Of your wrong’d Lordfliip’s abfence ; taught him how 
To perlonate your chanc’d return •, foft wbifpering. 

That if lhe wak’d not ere he reach’d her bed, 

Whate’er fucceeded, might be meant for you. 

La Fey. Now, now, Chalons! what now becomes of all 
Thofe mad m if-prqgftgf sui It lhe Ihines untouch’d by ? 
By Heav’n! ’tis plain, i£?Jn£, lhe wak’d too full 
Of your remember’d imagi, to midake . . 

For that th’ intruder’s loath'd on£. Bhe reproach’d 
Not her accomplilh’d, but intended, snip : 

And tho’ the traitor not unjudly fell, ' ‘ ^ 

His crime was nobly! by her guarded virtue. 

Prevented, and ideal." 

Fair. Never breath’d « 

A virtue more untainted. May my foul, ‘ 

In time’s lad dreadful judgment meet* no mercy. 

If ever wife more faithful blefs’d a hufband ; 

Or, with more cantious conduit, fear’d a lover. 

Val. Oh! what had thou deferv’d —if this her due? 

Chd. Pity, forgivenefs A ftfe-bought retreat, . 

To fome fweet convent’s filcnt fpacfc for prayer; 

For penitence to Heav’n — and ’fcape from lhame.. 

More 
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More lhall be her’s; for, ■ oh ! my gracious Lord, 

*Tis by her juft amends for caft-off fin. 

Your own paternal tendernefs — ^-m y love——*— 

And my brave, honeft, generous friend’s companion. 
Are all redeem’d, at once, from deep defpair. 

Go, fly Florella Take this guilty key 

Tell the poor captive innocent this tale ; 

And court her to be blefs’d, by bleffing all. 

[Gives her the key, ■ and exit Florella. 
V al. [Kneeling] Thou ever gracious, ever prelent Power! 

That, firft, infpires our virtue loves it not; 

And guards it, in conclufion ! Take, oh ! take 

An old man’s aweful thanks, for days prolong’d ; 

Days doom’d, by grief, to pain now fav’d for joy ! 

Chal. [Kneeling] From «je (moil worthlefs of the 
mercy fhewn) 

Accept, all-worihip’d Author of all blifs ! 

The pour’d-out heart’s whole tide of grateful pray’r. 

La Fey. Let me not feem leaft fenfible of zeal, 

Becaufe lefs taught to fpeak it. [Kneels too.] Had I 

words, 

I wou’d adore Heav’n eloquently (Now) — — — 

Receive a plain blunt heart’s finge^ft thanks. 

For mote <than I deferve — ^/o'r kr,Jw to tell. 

• * (\ 

Florella within /peaks. 

Flor. Oh ! _ horfor ! horror ! — Comfort comes too late; 
Death intercepts relief and help is vain. 

M jiart up in confufion •, and La Foy, running out , meets 
and a/f/ts Florella, leading in Amelia bleeding. 

Cl \[. Defend me from this vifion’s ghaftly menace. 

Or I am loft again ! 

Kal. Hapleis Amelia ! 

What has thy raihnefs done ? Juft Heav’n, but now, 
4'lj^r’d our given thanks — Thy innocence ftood clear’d.. 
Florella guilty, proved thy virtue wrong’d : 

And, in this ill-choftn crifis of our joy. 


Thou 
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iThou f * V ' f 5 

y^wf/. {Kneeling, jwt Vakfore. j Hisayen was too kind! 
That eas’d my tehetnM father’s idling fenfe* < 

Of a loft daughter’s {htrti#M Death, aft this thought* 
Robb’d of its iharpeft: fling;. grows half * frktad. 

[To Chalons* who roifet her, wieptng. } Oh f coo unbind 
Chalons!****— >What fhall 1 fay— 

What {hall diftrufted honour ———think of thee ? 

I cannot — muft not-*-blame- — thy dreadful rage : 

Appearance Was a'gainft me— —Ahl ebb flow. 

My offer’d blood-*—— —Give my fick, trembling heart 
One moment’s fliort reprieve— — to dear mynanqp. 

Chal. Paufe, my taint, injur’d charmet—thy clear’d names , 
Is lpotlefs as thy beauty. 

Val. Save thy Ihook fpirits. 

Chal. FiorelJa! fly Go call immediate aid. 

La Foy. No — let her flay— I’ll haftemyfelf, my Lord; 

[Exit La Foyi 

Val. HoW haft thou given thy bread that fatal wound ? 
Amel. Shut up with horror, and bound.in with death* 
’Twas natural to delpife familiar fear. • 

Shunning the breathlefs corpfe, that cjogg'd my way* 

I ftumbled o’er a jfrCH^ ter— thus learnt its ufe - — « 

And thank’d it, ftfefcapi {from dreaded fhantie.* 

Living, and hopelefe to atj)a<ft belief, » • 

To the unhappy ftory of my woe j ^ 

The eye of ev’ry gazer’s dumb reproach. 

Had given a {harper wound, than this 1 chdfe. _ 

Val. Did’ft thou cfifcover the vile youth’s difguife f 
Or— wert thou fleeping, and unconlcious found. 

When his bold crate lurpnz’d thee ? 

Amel. Troubled thoughts, 

For my departed Lord*? fo fudden attfence. 

Chas’d from my eyt-lids wilh all power of fleep. 

Anxioufly doubtful for his lafe return, 

Alarm’d by apprehenflon’s bufy tears, 

And wond’rlfig what ftrange bafty>€aufe had call’d fiietP-S 
I ftarted— when the door’s loft-opening found 
Gave glanc'd admiflion to th* bdrufive tread. 

♦ Jfai.. II. C c Poring, 
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Poring, I (hook with terror - — — for I fkw 
(By the pale,, gleamy, ghoft-like glaze of light) 

That northe force nor freedom fhew*d that eafe 
Of manly grace, that marks mymienful lord. 

Cbal. Oh! I was born to.- curies— thus to wrong 
Such tendemefs of virtue ! 

Amel. Twice I rais’d 

My frighted voice— and twice he try’d, in vain. 

To footh it into filence. Failing that, ; 

Grew fearful of difcovery— pauz’d amas v d, * 

Stepp’d back — return'd — flood doubtfbl— ’till at laft. 
He t^rew himfelf on his prefumptuous knees, 

.As (my dear angry lord) you found, and heard him. 
Nearer than that (by the bleft hopes I hafte to ! 

When, from this world of griyf I rife to peace !) 

He never had approach’d me. — Ah ! — farewel 
My fwi naming eyes, dim’d o’er, have loft your forms. 

And I am cover’d round with dark thick — fhadow. 

Val. [Kifftng her.] Dear, dying child .'-—Her lips are 
cold anji pale. 

Farewel, too ill-ftar’d girl ! — farewel — for ever. 

Cbal. She cannot; die. Heav’n is too kind, too juft. 
To excellence like her’s — to le,t,j$hatite. 

Val. Lead, to hep chamber^ Gentfy-guide her feet* 
They lofe-(Qh killing fight ! ^their own fweet motion. 

[Exit Amelia, led off by Chalons and Florella. 


Val. 


Enter La Foy, with Rdgard. 

Alas ! you’re come too late'. See, where they 
lead her — 

Lifelcfs, and paft all fenfe of art’s loft care. 

jj^Foy. Follow, Belgard j hafte, urge thy utmoft fkill : 
Snatch her from death— and thou command’ftmy fortune. 
* [Exit Belgard. 

Val. I knew Belgard— unknowing of his fkill. 

La Foy. He pra&is’d many a. year, lav’d many a life. 
In war's deep -wounding rage — but peace came on. 

And his fhunn’d virtue* ftarved.— Twas not him, 

I propos’d to have call’d j*but met him, coming 

I* 
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To warn us, Lord Auinele (who mw fupporta him)— 
Fir'd at his ion's prefumptuous Jfcvity, * 

His watch’d admii&on Here, and whoje night’s abfenfce* 
Comes, with intent to note and tpil h» pra£ticg ; 

Then take fuch,meafures as you bf(fc approved 
.Val. What iha.ll we do !-He jeeks a living ion 1 
He finds a dead one. Unprepar’d event ! 

But, he muft bear his part — and (hare diftreis. 

La Foy. ’Twasdue to his hard heart. Mycurfb 

(provok’d' 

For his unfeeling jvrong to my dead General) 

Falls heavy on his head— to teach him pity. 

« \ 

Enter Chalons and Belgard. ‘ 

Chal. Blcfs’d, my La l\»y, be thy fuccelsful call 
Of this good angel’s aid!— She wakesl-She breathes!— J 
He tells me Ihe Jhall live !— Her opening eye * 

Adds to the morning’s light, and ihines once more. 

Val. Then is indulgent Heav’n grown kind indeed. 
Bel. The wound, itfelf not mortal, gather'd danger 
From weak’ning wafte of blood : her fpirits, thence. 

Loft vigour to fuftain the toilfome lehgth 
Of agoniz’d comp£ahtJ r ^n told, lhe made. , 

So, fainting, ihe feem’d t^ad ; but feft^ witn aid 
Of ikill’d attention, wiiycftore her (bon. 

La Foy. Let us forethink of old Avimele’s approach.' 
Val. I’ll juftify the fate that reach’d his fon. 

La. Foy. Warn'd by that fate, the brutal mind fhal| 
ieel. * 

Pangs, due to cruel breafts, with hearts of fteel 
On their own heads ihall fall woe’s driving rain. 

And drown too bold con tempi, of others’ pain. V 
Pity ihall fmile, to fee th’ unpitier fall ; * 

And he who aids no want, (hall fuller all. 


C c V, 


E P t* 
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,! (By AARON H IX L, ' B/ji j 

Spoken by AMELIA. 

TV$ *fcap d, to-night, two terrible difaAera } 

■* Mb 'honour's indignation — — aft/ wy maker's : * . 

Heaven heft knows what haplefs hole can hide me , 

^ *raw» all my woes) your help's denfd me. 

Ladies, you Jee how much expos'd our fix is 
Sleeping , or waking , fome fad chance perplexes. 

Maris a more wily fnake than mother Eve’j was ; 

In hts own Jhape •-> — and others too deceives us. 

Hungry devour er ! never tir'd with flapping ; 

Shun him with open eyes he'll catch us napping : 

And how to '/cape him , if I know ne'er let me 

Break thro ' tb' entangling nets,, that thus befit me* 

Now , Gentlemen, to your own thoughts appealing 
( hitter ^ I doubts for making wounds — than healing) 

What wou’dyou have poor women do with honour » 

When danger heaps fuch monjlrous loads upon her ? 

D'ye think in confidence now — half-wak'd, half -weary 
With foregone frights , for one's departed deary » ■■ » 

*f bad been fo Jirange a crime — - or worth fuch pother. 

In darknefs to miftake one dear for t'other ? 

Pray thipk on't Put yourfffiepffvifind the curtain j 

What can't be r cu^'d muft be enmr'd that's certain. 

'1 "is a fair'quejlion — and 'lisplainly ask'd ye : 

Anfwer it — or confitfs, Pve over-tafk'dye. 

Suppofi me bound injleep's foft , ftlken fetter. 

And one of your dear f elves the dark befit ter : 

Sight has no eyes, at midnight-— and, for touches , 

“ Joan,” (fays the proverb) “ in the dark's a dutebefs.** 
''"ptt,*- my part — I can't find we've any fenfes, , 

Can ffrnijb fuch attacks with fit defences. 

I^et trufiy fpoufe , when buftnefs fends him packing 
(“ Safi bind fafe find") leave no due caution lacking. 

I fee fome judge-like eyes , that look too fprigbtly 
fto mifs a Jbe law-point,' put to 'em rightly. 

mg mine the court's decree? 1 humbly move it-, 

What, if your hearts amrm--~~your bands approve it. 

LOV5 
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LOVE LETTERS. 

LETTER I. 


Madam, 

I Had juft finilh'd the inclofed verfes, when I had the 
honour of receiving yours, dated yefterday ; J[ am 
fcarce more amaz’d at the prodigious force of your ge-, 
nius, than at the fweetnefs of your nature ; refle&ing, 
with companion, on the certain influence of yourcharms, 
you temper the pain you give, by a mixture of condp- 
fcenfion. « 

I came to the houfe, before you, with defign to fit 
conceal’d, and feaft my eyes on your lovelinefs ; as my 
foul had been often entertain’d with your excellence } 1 
thought the bench wou’d hold but diree — and when I 
faw three Ladies enter, neither of \yhich was the Lady 
whofe idea my mjnd* 4 {hone with, l felt a melancholy 
weight at the disappointment, whi$h fled, krftnediately 
upon your entrance, like a mift, before«thj fun-beams. 

I believ’d myfelf unknown, ’till af the end of the play, 

I had the honour to falute you. The reafon you have 
given for difeoverinjg me fooner, has almoft drawn me 
to a vanity ; which,, however, unapt I am t onfall into, it 
was, on this occafion, fcarce poflible to refift. I own I 
feel fome pride an the very imagination, that you guefi’c^ 
at me. — : N ot-to appear difagreeable in the eye of a MTra, 
is all the perfonal merit, which k becomes a to 
wilh for. 

It is impoffible to deferibe you, either in your mind, 
or your perfori. One may do it in indfea— but words 
give way, like quickfand, beneam too weighty a pile of 
building. One may fee you fdr ever, unwearied, aiid 
C c 3 admififig* 
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admiring ; but to fpeak you, is as impofflble, as to exr 
ctU you! 

It were the bufinefs of an age, to read the learning of 
your eyes ! They let out more meanings, than they take 
in objects ! Ai d to ftudy the occult fciences, which may 
be learnt from their perufal, will teach me to-morrotv 
night, the moft enchanting philofophy. 

I am, 

^vith the profoundeft refpedt, 
and admiration. 

Madam ! 

your moft humble and moft obedient fervant, 

. A. HILL. 


To the never enough admir'd Mrs. 


at Juiius Caefar. 


after feeing her 


* 

TQLEA^’D to be plac’d, unknown, in Mira’s view, 
I gave my eyes free loofe, and gaz’d you through j 
Watch’d your unguarded louks^&'clMTiotion weigh’d, 
And, unfuipeCted, lurk’d, in ambufcade : 

But, if, unfufe, my fynipatheiic h>.art, 

Felt you, thro’ diftatlce, with ideal fmart, 
fdow-fhall I point the ftrong, the fwcet, furprize, 

To fee you ftand, confefs’d, and blefs my eyes ! 

Happy, mean while that thole doubt wand’ring beams, 
Spread random flies, nor lhot collected ftreams, 

'Se^e I fuftain’d her charms’ diffufive flune, 
Whil&gildtng every form, they glanc’d o’er mine. 

But, ah ! what power unguefs’d cou’d then protect. 
When their whole force, contracted, darts, direCt. 

Soft are her features, and her air is fweet. 

High majefty and meting languor meet! 

Round her pleas’d mouth impatient Cupids throng, 
to fnatch th* infpiringfmufic from her tongue : 

Thick, 
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Thiek, thro’ her Iparkling eyes, break unconfin’d. 

The wing’d ideas of her crowded mind ; 

A mind ! that burning with inferior glow. 

Does her whole form with luftre overflow ! 

Still as (he fpeaks— or looks — or moves— new rays 
Scatter frefh beauties, in eternal blaze} 

Loft in excefs of wonder, we retire, 

Find words too weak, and filently admire. 

Judge then, O Mufe ! thus aweful, in thy charms. 
How my foul labour’d with its late alarms } 

To fee you near — to fee you fo divine! 

Was joy to others’ eyes — was pain to mine ! 

Dubious, perplex’d, with interrupted gaze, 

I turn’d my varied looks a thoufand ways. 

Reduc’d at length, to one forc’d choice, of two. 

To look on Cjcfar’s murder, or on you* 

Slow, my relu&ant eyes to difengage, 

I bent ’em, tingling, on tne bloody ftage ! 

’Tis hard — I figh’d — to fee my fav’rite bleed. 

But, ’tis more hard to die, in Cajfar’s ftead. 

' • 

To the adorable Mrs. , in excufe for not anfvoering 

immediately one of her letters. 

C A N heavenly Mira eafily forgive ! * 

But why do I that needleis query itiake; 

Pity, and (he, like twin-born filters, live. 

And their fweet ujjion, death alone can break. 

Speak then O gftilty Mufe, with humble found. 
Softly approach — and whifper in her ear j 
As criminaj thou art, it will be found. 

She caus’d thy crime, whofe pqwer now moves tjrfy Fear. 

Tho’, I confefs my thanks too long delay'd. 

My thanks for blelfings, which impoverifh thought, 

Yet if lhe calls companion to tyPF aid. 

She’ll fave the guilty penitentVhe taught. 

C d 4 


Ere 
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Ere I beheld her face, with eafe I writ. 

With dafe cou’d float on paflion's troubJed roll* 

But, fince her eyes have reinforc’d her wit, 

Th’ unconquer’d fire confumes my burning foul. 

So generals, not yet near enough to fight, 

Fearlefs difpatch light parties far and nigh. 

But when the foes whole army comes in fight. 

Slow they draw back, and in clofe filence lie. 
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LETTER IJ. 


Madam, / 

T H *E language of your heart declines all hearers, 
but the objedl of its tendernefs : and, fince I ne- 
ver fee you, alone, (but when my dreams are kinder 
than your lodging^) you muft give this paper leave to 
tell you, what I cannot — that the admiration, which J. 
long fince found your due, now only ferves to dignify a 
warmer paflion : for it became istpoflible again to fee 
and hear jfoiS, without effefts that foftfen’d friendlhip in- 
to wifhes of a dearer nature. 

Toconverfe with you, and yet be patient under thefe 
necefiities of often leaving you, is to be wretched, within 
view of tranfport. — A man, who riever once had feen 
you, plight live happy in his ignorance : but far from 
fuch a happinefs is he, who, after having learn’d from 
vcy^ accomplifhments indifference for all your fex be- 
fides*, s & tortur’d by restraints, and diftanc'e, and lives 
feparated from the foul you rob him of. 

I will not aim at a defcription of my fentiments.— 
They muft have been unworthy their inipirer, if words 
/cou’d have the power<jp make her comprehend them. — 
Refpeftful, foft, endearing years of life, devoted to your 

(■ tafte. 
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tafte, and a&ing for your happinefs, might do, perhaps,’ 
feme little juftice to the paffion you imprefs me with j but 
writing is by far too faint, and diftance too incapable, 
to give ideas of your influence. 

Receive me therefore, ever yours, — or, be fo generous 
to fave me from this growth of your attra£Hon. — Con- 
demn me never to behold you more ; or let me never be 
depriv’d of feeing you. — -AH repetitions of fuch pleafiires, 
as my heart is fined with, when I fit and liften to your 
fweetnefs, are fucceeded by new pains, which you can 
never rightly judge of, becaufe there is no man as wor- 
thy your efteem, as you are of mankind’s in general.— 

I carry with me, from your gentle, converfation, a thou- < 
fand incxpreflible remembrances, or words, looks, move- 
ments, fo/tnefles and graces ; — which, compared with 
the gay female world, make all things taftelefs in it, but 
the image of that Angle lovelinefs, where all thole excel-' 
lencies center. 

Since I muft gather, from the confequence of this con- 
feflion of my wife, what rank my happinqls may hold in 

yours, and fince it cannot be a difficulty to convey 

your fentiments, where they will be fjtcred to my bofotn 

.only, be fo divinely good, as, (with a franknefs, fit 

for generous minds t ’like yours) to Iqt me bef inftruCted 

how far I may prefume to hope, ycnit; heart’s dear 

confidence (once taftelefsly rewarded I has the courage to 
believe again ; and truft the influence of your power— 
which I was born to feel the force of, — on the foul of, 

• 

Madam, 

your now happy, or unblefs’d, but alwaj^f 
* « 

your moft faithfully devoted fervant, 

A. HILL, 


LETTER 



394 


tOVE LETTERS, 


LETTER III. 


Madam, 

E VERY new time I fee you, every new letter I have 
the blefiing to receive from yon, I gather ftill new 
proofs, in juftice to the fex you honour, -that all their 
fofteft and moft amiable virtues may confilt with all their 
elevated, and moft thoughtful. 

, You look, and write,andadt, with fuch an equal likenefs 
to yourfelf, and fuch IfclwSet iuperiority to all the world 
befide, that friendfhip is too <pld apaffion, to do juftice 
to your influence ; and love 400 bold a wilher, when it 
wou’d efpire to hope your tehdernefs. 

I know not how to difobey you, fince my foul is in 
your cuftody •, — yet, do not ufe your power, to the pre- 
vention of my. future peace. 1 can, I mull forbear to 

prefs you, — if yoli will infift upon that facrifice ! — but 
I mult never think of happinefs, after fuch proof of your 
indifference. 1 .. 

Why,* Madam, # are you fo unjuft, in your opinion of 
your own finp mind ? Why fo inienlible to its angelic 
covering ?——— Inwall the world, but in yourfelf, you 

are the firft to find accomplilhments ! Why do 

you lpeak of Time ? It has but heightened your attrac- 
tions. — Tho* you were always form’d as now, you were 
not always fo fuprcmely perfedt ! — -Time has robb’d you 
_ of no beauties, in attending you from fpringto fummer. 
•^STis to that profitable change, your fine fenfe owes its 
title tb the fruits of this compieater feafon. — Why Ihou’d 
you, with this delicate unconicioulhefs, do foch injuftice 
to your lovelinefs? — You have every thing of gayety, 
but its light flutter, jmc} its vanities ; and you have every 
thing of wifdom, burets fowernefs and its gravity: 

1 Divinely 
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Divinely modeft, and judicious, as you are, you re- 
commend refinement, as a bound to my, efteem >, and 
foeak of happinefs as loft, if carried farther.-— -But 
furely ! all efteem for you, muft, of neceffity, be a re- 
fin’d one : — for, while its growth is from your pcrfonal 
{harms, it has its root in your dear virtues. — -‘There 
is indeed a happinefs, that may be fometimes loft in find- 
ing : but, it is the fate of raih and unweigh’d paifions. 
—I have long been charm’d with, long reflected on 
my prelent wilh : — I have felt you at my heart, and held, 

and prefs’d yoif to my reafon. 1 have been the 

lover of your mind and body *, and, it is as pofiii>le to 
lenfe, that one, of your infpiring eyes, lhou’d cloud the 
luftre of the other, as that a heart, which you have touch’d, 
as you have mine, Ihou’ci grow lefs confcious of your 
dearnefs, becaufe blefs’d vtah your poflefiron. 

If therefore you infill (which Heaven forbid A) on my 
obedience to your hard injundlion, you can have but one 

juft reafon for your doing fo ; and I muft find it in 

my own unworthinefs.— — As for my friendlhip, which 
you do fuch honour to, when you deblare it worth your 
keeping, — That njaft be yours, by double claim, when 

I am alfo blefs’<Kwith being fo. When did you 

ever think, thac* 'light was lefs refin'd, btfciufe it had . 
fome warmth mix’d in it ? Why then lhoufd fuch a love, 
as you infpire, be lefs refin’d than friendlhip ? Why, 
rather, not join’d with it, both to ftrengthen, and enli- 
ven it ? 

But, what are all.thefe reafonings, if oppos’d to your 
felicity ! I love, with too devoted an attachment, to be 

happy, while you feem to doubt it. 1 had rather fee 

myfelf for years, unbiefs’d, than you a day une/fy. — 
Continue then your generous franknefs : It fo charmingly 
becomes you, that it raifes* your ideas, even above your 

Other greatnefies ! Inform me with it,— if there is 

pot yet fome ftronger reafon thap you have exprelsM ? 

If it is fo, I will prefer your quiet, to my own. 

•—I will Ihew you the refinement of my love, by the 
’’ ' fubmifiion 
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fubmiflion (wou’d I cou’d add fuppreffion !) of my 
wilhes.— But, if your apprehenfion - of die common 
confequences of unfteady ana ill-grounded paffion, is the 
only motive of your cold, yet kind advice,-— conclude 
it an impoffibility, to any weighed, or rational affection \ 
and, therefore, never capable of finding the lead room, 
in the devoted heart you animate. 

Your dear invaluable letter came (as all mine do) di- 
rectly to my hand.— The poftmen bring me ieveral at 
once ; and, if 1 am from home, they are all' put together 
in a little box I keep for that purpofe.*— Your heavenly 
image, in my heart, is not fecurer of a facred privacy, 
than every thing you write, is fure of, in your letters.— 
And it is with purpoie that my own Ihou’d find their 
way to your view only, that Fthus indole ’em, in fuch 
others, as are fit for any e^e you pleafej thefe being 
taken ovt, and honour’d with a happier difpofition. 

I cannot be at reft, nor dare indulge myfelf, in the 
wi filed joy to meet your eyes, ’till you remove this pain- 
ful doubt, in which your laft (all goodnefs as ’twas 
meant!) has left fhe heart, of, j. 

Madam, 

. t your unchangeably devoted, 

- « and (from his foul) your faithful, 
fumble fervant, 

.A. HILL. 


\ LETTER IV. 

* s 

My every moment dearer, and ftill more deferring to be dear. 

T HE fight of that lov’d hand fufpended a long week 
of melancholy S jt?ut it return’d, when I had read 
your letter. 

With 


tOVE rLETTER 

With what an ,uoimagin’d cruelty of kindnefs, , have 
you given me advice, about fome Lady, and call’d that 
the foie occafion of your writing ? > , , , 

The bufy world, I find, is lull of eyes and tongues* 
and you have heard of fomething, which has had, per- 
haps, its chief foundation in fome . friend’s partiality, or 

their good wifhes. JBut, what are profpe&s which 

concern but figure in the world, when eroding the more 
noble byas of the heart’s internal happinefs ? — A fliining 
mifery' <is more than mifery, for ’tis a wretchednefs ex- 
pos’d, and public : and he who fells his peace of mind is 
doubly a betrayer *, — he gives up comfort, in exchange 
for intereft, — then wrongs' the giver of that intereft, bjt 
convincing her, with an ungenerous coldnels, how inca- 
pable he is to relilh it. ' 

Believe me, always excellent, and truly dear *** 
thefe outfides of felicity deceive but lookers <yi. The 
wearers of ’em know, and feel, what empty malks they 
are. — All lafting happinefs in life is lodg’d in what we 
are, — not in what others think us. — Ic were as poffible to 
tafte by other people’s palates, as to be blefs’d by other 
people’s apprehenfims. — What is there then in figure, 
further than an ^dependency ? A man of fenfe, who 
wou’d be rich, M* too great difficulties in his Way: but 
he who wou’d be happy has a thoufand.* He has, firft, 
life’s elegancies, and its pleafures, to diftinguifh from its 
noifes,and its vanities. He has, next, the great improba- 
bility of finding a *#* form’d toblefs, as Heaven meant 
bleffings : and, after* he has been fo ftrangely fortunate as 
to difcover this foft miracle *, he has then her cruel diffi- 
dence, and delicacy, to furmount : or, like a vefTel load- 
ed with fome new-found treafure, fuffers fhipwreckyrfi the 
harbour.’ • . 

Cou’d I be blefs’d enough to flatter my devoted heart 
with the moft wifh’d, the deareft fenfe of that foft fenfi- 
ability, for which my whole fojjl thanks the gene- 
rous goodnefs of your pen, "whence then thofe te#’d 
allays i • 

As 
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As for the ambitious world, ’tis faftuon’d to amufe, 
not fatisfy. It fwarras, ’tis true, with company & io has a 
defert too, its wild fociety : — but juft fiich melancholy, 
buttling folitude, as man wou’d undergo, furrounded by 
that favage turbulency, is his unfocial lot, who miffeSj 
in your fex’s found, and lhow, fome, fweet refemblance 
of your lovelinefs. 

Receive this plain-drawn picture, of a heart that knows 
your worth, and truly feels, and valuesit. And, that 
I may demonftrate, as I ought, the influence you bold 
within it, believe this declaration, from my foul’s fin- 
cereft ( depth. I never can forbear to think of you with 
the fame tendernefs as now, — nor can I ever hope for 
happinefs, in fuch a feparation as you recommend. But; 
yet (fo much do I prefer you tb myfelf) if you continue 
to infift that 1 fhou’d ftruggle'to fupprefs this paffion-— 
I cannot* mutt not, ftrive to compafs an impofiibihty. — 
But, 1 will facrifice my quiet to your eafe- -Iwill be fo 
fo far mafter of my grief, as never to difturb you with 
it : tho’ I fhall wifh to be at all, no longer, than while 
you fuffer me to be', 

Dear Madam, 

> , your moft faithful, » ^ 

*, and devoted fervant, 

A. H I L l; 

' , LETTER V, ' 

W HAT fhall I do, my lovelieft, deareft, never to 
beforgotton, pever to be obtain’d *** ? What lan- 
guage fhall I find, to reprefent the fituation of a heart fO 
fix’d, yet fo divided ? 

Refpt&ful 
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Re$*&fbl tp your will, even when it bids me be un- 
hippy, 1 have cried the two extremes, of bufinefs, mi of 
folitude. Bur, ftill I faw you, in die midft of crowds, 
where nothing in the leaft rdembied yoy* ftill met you 
in retirement, fo cut off from the t furrounding world, 
that fcarce an objeft enter’d, but the* image of your fweet- 
nefs. 

In every place you interpofe the filent influence of a 
form, that was not made to be forgotten : and it wou’d 
be all in vain, fhou’d I retreat to the world’s utmoft 
limits, you wou’d be with me there, my meditation and 
my profpedt You only have engrofs’d my heart •, you 
only mutt engage my fenies. 

1 hear, at my return, new inftances of your great* 
goodnefs, (who never nfcant to give a pain, yet do it, 
while you pity)— Why areyou fb feverely kind, to fuffer 
me to think of feeing you f How can I bear tly trial of 
fo anxious a delight ? It will be tranfport mixt with mi- 
fery, too touching to be wifely cover’d, and too ferious 
to be fafely hazarded. — If abfence cannot fereen me, how 
is it poflible 1 lhou’d fuftain the thoufand dangers of your 
converfe ? — when ijmuft compare my fenfe of what I fee 
and feel in your fjfciety, with my remembrance that it 
is a blifs, you hava^forbidden me the greateft, claim to ? 

And yet, whateafft what mitigation, .can I hope in dj- 
ftance ? — On one fide *tis defpair, and’on the other, 
agony.— I know not how I ought to a£t. I am unable 
to fupport your prelence, under fenfe of the reftraint you 
bind me to. I am more unable to fupport my lite, made 
tafteleft to pfe by your abfence. 

What was there, moll defirable, and moft faultlefs, yet 
moft cold ***.? What cou’d you apprehend in my felici- 
tation, that deferv’d a prohibition, of fuch confequence 
to my felicity — My paffion was no light effect of 

fuddennefs, or fancy : it had its birth from your expe*> 
rienc’d excellence ; its growth from my reflexion, 

Sty judgment. — 1 endeavour’d jx> fuppreis it, long be- . 
fore you had the leaft idea of my feeling it j becaufe I 

feared 
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feared I coo'd nptgiye you back* that haggunefi I fhoti'd 
have ow'd you : I- mean, that fympathetic#dnfelt hap- 
pinefs, the happinefr of minds : for fortune cannot 
fumiih it. — I therefore had no thought of yoUrs, unlefs 
to have enlarg'd it. — That wou'd indeed nave been my 
ftudy, and my pride — for tho’ I fhun all gayety myfelr, 
I know you born for duning. — I made it my entreaty, 
that you wou'd, by proper previous fettlements, have cut 
off, from my daim, ail right, but to your mind, and 
perlon. There only lay the treafure of tiny hopes-— there 
only, the ambition of my purpofe. c 
But I am in the wrong perhaps, to dwell upon this 
fubjgft, fince you wilh me to decline it. — Forgive me 
'the refiftlefs difcompofure— and, may you long live un- 
difturb’d, and happy ! — Permit me, only, to remember, 
and to love you * and to carry on, to death, this dear 
unalterable confcioufnefs, of foft reipe&ful tendemefs, 
io due, Yrom 


Madam, 

I 

your everlafting devoted fervant. 


HILL. 



LETTER VI. 

— — My Heart's laft wijh! My dear, my Ikfd *** ! 

* 

S URE, fome unlucky ipirit hover'd over and milled 
my p^p, when it waa capable of giving pain, where 
all the mingled pleafures of this life wou’d be mo little to 
fjixprefs my wilhes 1 Yet, do not fay that I refus’d— even 
to deftroy your letters. I wou'd deftroy myfelf, to fave 
you from a grief, or' pain: and therefore dare, not let 
my fondnefs for thofe rfacred treasures prevail againft the 
1 reverence, 
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ttemttacejMO^.the honour, which to their dear 

writer. * ifet, if there ever comes a day, whfifl you<tt- 
•lolve to difpoflefs me of their beauties, expedt riot I ceil 
treat ’em in the manner which you mention. It will be 
cruelty enough, to bid me re-deliver them. So far I can# 
'"and will obey, lhou’d you condemn me to the trial, as 
rather to give up my heavenly converfe with your fpirit, 
in thoie breathings of its angel purity# than be the cauie, 
however undefignedly, of half a moment’s apprehenfion# 
to your too refined, and never to be equal’d delicacy. 

But, when you fpeak of having writ your fentiments 
With too much franknefs : - — with fuch freedom, as that 
matchlefi. life cou’d give no other inftance of! *Such 
charming words at once tranfported, and aftonifh’d met 
I look’d,— and ffearch’d* again ; I linger’d over every 
dear, and well-knowil fyljable, Again# I weigh’d# in 
the mod partial, rind mod* ftretch’d fignification, every 

meaning of each modeft paragraph. Ana, fince it 

was impofiible to find the final lelb fhadow of a cauie for 
this enchanting fear, in any thing, you have exprefs’d, 
my heart, that catches at the weakeft *hope, to fave itfelf 
from anguifii, had jalmoft flatter’d me, that your divine 
companion migltfhave meant fome fenfibility in my be- 
half, which yotrehut barely purpos’d in yoyr»fecret bo- 
fbm, arid then fearca, you had been kind enough, to blels 
me with the fwCet confeflion of. 

It w6U*d be to affedt dupidify, hot to perceive I am 
more blefs’d, iefc—ebis, than you defign’d to make me. 
The fweet disorder *of your groundlefs doubt half charms 
md to prefupe, I am not quite indifferent to you. And 
the dear, unmeant dilcovCr^is happmefs, above all grati- 
tude: andWyer to be felt with too much joy, AonMjjjU. 
With too much honouh » * * 

Shou’d I be thus beyond my apprehehfion hap£y, 
ihou’d fympathy for one, whole foul was form’d to take 
in all your lovelinefS and influence, have mov’d- your pity 
to this generous fenfe of what I ftmerif divided from you, 
Why, toy feverely lovely, and too rigid apprehended I 
. Vo u II. D d why 
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«|hy ms# ymomtoter* it to me ? WhgggjU YOU tot 
peanut me to &pect Ibme future poffibofty of being 
yours, in a more dear engagement, even than that of 
friend Ihip ? Why will you not remove that dreadful bar, 
of your declar'd refolve ? Why am 1 to be held debarr*jl 
from the delightful bli£s of confecrating the uncertain 
limit of my years to come, to the relpe&ful tenderhefs of 
living but to ferve you ? of watching over your wilh'd 
health ? of finding mitigation for vour griefs, when 
iometimes unavoidable ? of always heightening your pro- 
pos'd felicities ? enlivening your retirement with the 
nomefelt fweets of converfe ? and partaking your lodety, 
in public pleafures, with a pride and confcioulhefs of 
your obferv’d perfections ? receiving, and returning, all 
thofefoftenersof the humane loul, which make life elegant 
and comfortable : and whicfr Heaven enabled us to feel, 
by wayof balance for its lhortnefs, and uncertainty? 

A mind fuperior, as yours is, to all your fex’s dangers, 
or their levities, lhou'd alio be above their doubts, and 
apprehenfions You cannot be deceived in paffion. You 
judge, and realbn, with too guarded* an eXcefs of caution. 
You know how to diftinguifh truth, from light pretence, 
and infmcerity: and, knowing thi4 mult know, he 
cannot fail to be unhappy, whoi&ml'd, as I am, with 
your image, >yet kept diftant by your cpldnefs. 

Be then, fo nobly frank, no longer to accule yourfelf 
uniuftly — but, in real earneft blefs me, with the hope 
fo* now but feem to have permitterfme. I cannot think 
of peace, unlefs you favour me.-— —As t!b regard of for- 
tune, *tis too poor a thing for paffion. sfef, fo for is 
outward happinefs concern'd in its advantages, that you 
will teach me to love riches, from the lplefidlrthey might 
fhew your beauties in. ' 

Be ib endearingly compaffionate to bid me entertain 
this hope, and I will lay afide fome purpofes, that elfe, 
will lead me diftant from the power to charm my foul in 
your belov'd fociety.'— -So blefied, I will forget all 
cares, and watch in your angelic eyes, for that fwe« fu- 
ture 
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Qs sms&Ta&a ****** 

Her then* ever happy, 

and moft tenderly devoted fervant, 

A. HILL. 
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• BETTER VII. 

Madam, 

T HERE is a beauty in your Tuefday’s letter, dbovc 
all imitation but your own. It glows in every* 
paragragh, with all the Varming influence of its too 
lovely writer : yet, ( like h$r t®o) carries coldnefs in the 
meaning of each frofty fweetnefs. 

Before I thank you for your dear efteem, — (and yet, 
did ever Greenland breathe an air, fo icy, as that word, 
EJieetn ! — ) forgive me, for beginning at your poflfcript. 

What have you written to me, my (Too refin’d, my 
doubting charmer ! that you need to wilh the flames en- 
riched with ? — or. even fuppofe you had been fo divinely 
tender, what havejil ever done, to merit fiish a cruel 

caution ? All cnfljdng as your letters^rp, I guard ’em 

at my heart. By that alone I trace theif apprehenfive 
lovelinefs, with filence, dark as the* world’s pleafures in 
your abfence •, aotMacred, as the rcveieqcc due to your 
adcomplifh’dwirtue5~You, Madam, and you only, {Hall 
command ’dn, as you pleale. But, while you are fo 
good to leS/t ’em in my eke, I will noc part with *em, 
out at the crave. — From that laft ftage, I will again re- 
turn ’em you. • 

As for ,my fuffering, 1 almofl wifh* it was not real, 

fince you think it worth your pity. -I wou’d not give 

you half a minute’s pain, for all the joy and happinefs 

*tis in your power to blefs me wifh! But, for myfelf, 

1 fed the pangs you have condemn’d me to, in too fin- 
cere a manner, not to look for, and refign myfelf to an 
1 D d 2 affli&ion. 
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rfi&.’il ’‘heart if 'it 6f 

ihunning. ” 

If I had never fee n the dear ***, I too might have rc- 
folved like her, againft a feoond tendemefs. But, both 
in fpirit, and in perfon, you were form’d for all rnypaf^r 
lion ; and I muft have had no foul at all, or felt it charm’d 
by your impreflion. — Had it pleas’d his liberal had, that 
gave you this inimitable excellence, that you had thought 
me worth poilefling it, or that I lhou’4 have feen you, 
with un-entering eyes, all taftelefs and unmoved, like 
fafhionable friends and lovers, you would never have 

been«rtfs’d by fuch unwjfh’d addreffcs and I might 

bave been eafy, tho’ not happy, without dreaming there 
was fuch a bJiis to wifh for. , 

You are fweetly condefcending in your cruelty, when 
you invite me to partake, mjeommon with the happier 
branched of my family, the charming pi lvilege of fome- 

times feeing you. No, my too dear miftakei i your 

tender fpirit wou’d not wifh me inch infuffeuble torture. 
It wou'd be the ppnilhment of Pives, to lift up my eyes 
In agony, and lee the heaven I am Ihut out of. — Live, 

ever undifturb’d, and wafte no thought on me Be 

blels’d, beyond all womankind, as I tarn fure, you are 

adorn’d beyond ’em 1 Rife, evefy- hour, if poffible, 

increafing in felicities.— —I never 'will Invade the quiet 
of your wilh’d enjoyments — But, while I labour to for- 
-geMnylelf, will beg you alfo to forget me. 

It is the mark of leal paffion ta&iv& up all felf, and 
£nd its happmels, in that of its dear objwft. — In this 
fharp tryal, I will prove myself a lover norl'nworthy of 
your pity.— I will teach my ftruggling foul tie hard fub- 
miflion to your order: and prefume no ih<ve to ruffle 
your wifli’d calm -of life with any whilper of hit fuffenngs, 
who muft, in life, and death, for ever find himfelf, 

Still dearer, and moie loved *** 

yoiSr unchangeably devoted fervant, 

A. HILL. 
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